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PREFACE 


I  STEER  my  bark  upon  the  open  sea, 

To  chance  the  waves  that  may  upon  me  break ; 
No  gentle  zephyrs  may  e’er  come  to  me! 

No  argosies  may  follow  in  my  wake. 

The  ships  that  pass  may  wave  me  no  salute, 

Deride  my  craft  that  tosses  on  the  deep; 

My  puling  cry  seems  like  some  tuneless  lute. 

Too  small  the  sail  upon  the  waves  to  leap. 

My  fragile  boat  may  never  mooring  reach  I 
The  lashing  gales  a  sailor’s  voyage  blast; 

Yet  have  I  hope  in  souls  that  stroll  the  beach. 

Will  find  on  strand  a  fragment  of  my  mast. 


Memphis,  Tenn. 
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THE  JEW 


1HAIL  from  a  race  whose  fathers  I  trace 
To  Mesopotamian  plains; 

The  pyramid  grand  is  work  of  my  hand, 

When  dragging  slavery  chains. 

My  boyhood  was  spent  nigh  Nineveh’s  tent, 

And  Nimrod’s  favors  enjoyed; 

Then  pastured  by  kine  on  Hittites  line. 

Ere  God  Gomorrah  destroyed. 

I  lived  in  the  morn  when  the  sphinx  was  born ; 

In  silence  gazed  on  its  face ; 

Ere  time  in  its  flight  had  darkened  the  night, 

That  placed  its  yoke  on  my  race. 

I  gazed  on  the  scene,  when  Hyksos,  in  sheen. 
Infested  Pun^  and  its  sod; 

And  Mizraim  subdued,  salaamed  to  this  brood. 

As  though  these  shepherds  were  God ! 

In  purple  I  dined  when  dreams  I  defined. 

And  shared  Aphobis’^  applause 
When  doling  the  grain  where  famine  held  reign ; 
When  drought  had  Nomes  in  its  claws. 

By  lash  and  by  groan,  I  quarried  the  stone. 

For  Philae’s  temple  and  isle; 

With  sinew  and  craft,  I  shifted  the  shaft 
From  Assuan,  down  to  the  Nile. 

1  Now  known  as  Luxor.  Held  sacred  by  the  early  Egyptians. 

Supposed  to  be  the  Pharaoh  in  the  days  of  Joseph.  See  “The  Struggle 
of  Nations,”  p.  71,  by  Prof.  Maspero. 
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I  saw  the  red  priest  arise  from  the  east, 

And  waken  King  Nub®  to  pray; 

Ere  India  gave  birth  to  Krishna  on  earth, 

Ere  Buddha  set  on  the  way. 

Saw  Setti  in  state,  before  Isis  gate 
And  kneel  at  Osiris  feet ; 

His  dynasty  pass,  like  withering  grass. 

His  mummy  wrapped  in  a  sheet. 

I  watched  the  display  on  festival  day. 

The  ram’s-way^  filled  with  its  throng; 

Rameses  they  cheered,  as  charioteers  neared. 

With  timbrel,  piping  and  song. 

Oft  lulled  I  to  rest  the  Pharaoh  on  breast. 

The  dirge  to  Syria  I  sang; 

I  gazed  on  the  pyre  of  temples  at  Tyre ; 

And  death  to  Amorites  rang. 

The  Ammonites’  shield,  I  cleaved  on  the  field 
And  marched  o’er  Empire’s  decay; 

Whose  spear  and  its  thrust  is  buried  in  dust. 

Whose  pomp  has  passed  on  its  way. 

The  tablets  divine — ^your  statutes  and  mine. 

From  Sinai’s  mountain  I  bore; 

Whose  ethical  page  taught  civilized  age 
The  God  that  nations  adore. 

In  chalice  of  gold,  the  nectar  I  hold. 

That’s  brew’d  in  blood  of  my  clan; 

®  Brugsch,  “Egypt  Under  Pharaohs,’’  Chap.  6,  p.  120. 

^  At  Karnak,  traces  of  sphynx  rams  can  be  seen  along  the  highway  that 
leads  from  the  shores  of  the  Nile  to  the  great  temple. 
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Each  draught  that  I  dole  to  skeptical  soul, 

Brings  true  salvation  to  man. 

A  pedigree  long,  of  royal  blood  strong. 

Is  flowing  swift  in  my  vein ; 

For  I’m  from  the  seed  of  kings  and  their  creed, 

A  child  of  Solomon’s  reign. 

My  fathers  were  priests,  in  orient  east. 

Their  lips  to  Adonoi  prayed ; 

When  Europe  in  pelt  to  images  knelt. 

When  myths  the  populace  swayed. 

My  people  gave  alms,  my  shepherd  wrote  psalms. 
My  seers  the  morrow  foretold; 

When  Teuton  most  wild,  didn’t  ken  his  own  child. 
When  Gauls  their  progeny  sold. 

In  peace  did  I  bide,  the  temple  my  pride. 

While  men  stained  earth  with  their  gore; 

With  wisdom  I  judged  the  witness  that  fudged,® 
And  probed  all  claims  to  the  core. 

At  wonderful  Nile  I  lingered  a  while. 

And  housed  on  banks  of  the  east; 

Till  pitiless  day  with  tooth  of  decay 
Devoured  proud  Memphis  at  feast. 

Then  on  did  I  trod  to  worship  my  God, 

To  promised  Zion  of  old; 

Where  fame  to  me  came  till  foe  with  his  flame® 
Destroyed  my  temple  of  gold. 

’’  Solomon’s  decision  of  proper  parentage  of  disputed  child. 

®  “In  the  year  586  B.C.  the  temple  of  Solomon  was  committed  to  the 

flames  by  order  of  Nebuchadnezzar — or  in  the  more  correct  form  by  Nebu- 

chaddrezzar.”  2  Kings,  25,  8  and  9. 
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Then  lowly  and  bent  to  Persia  I  went, 

Where  Haman  vented  his  spleen; 

And  much  did  rejoice  when  king  in  his  choice, 
Espoused  my  Esther  as  queenj 

I  read  on  the  wall  of  Belshazzar’s  fall. 

Saw  Persians  batter  the  gate; 

And  Mede  with  his  dart  pierce  Babylon’s  heart 
That  sealed  forever  its  fate. 

Then  Cyrus®  unchained  the  fetters  that  pained ! 

My  heart  with  liberty  filled ; 

And  by  his  command  returped  to  my  land, 

Jehovah’s  temple  to  build. 

Then  “Ram  with  horns  twain,”  by  “goat  rough”  was 
slain  f 

His  “noted  horn  ’tween  his  eyes,” 

And  Grecian  most  brave,^®  hurled  Persia,  in  grave ; 
Beneath  Thermopylae’s  skies. 

I  dwelt  in  the  home  of  Carthage  and  Rome; 

With  Greece,  my  Maccabees  fought. 

I  kindled  the  light  in  mediaeval  night; 

When  law  and  order  was  naught. 

Then  Hannibal’s  horde,  with  chariot  and  sword. 
Invaded  Rome  and  its  Zone; 

And  ’neath  Cannae’s  blue,  their  legions  he  slew. 
Then  tilled  the  fields  with  their  bone. 


Ahasuerus,  Persian  king,  the  father  of  Darius.  Encyclopedia  Britan- 
nica.  Others  claim  it  was  Xerxes,  who  reigned  from  485  to  464  B.C.  See 
Jewish  Encyclopedia. 

®  Cyrus,  Chronicles  XXXVI,  22,  23. 

®  Persia  and  Media,  Book  Daniel,  8,  20,  22, 

“  Alexander  the  Great. 
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Great  Scipio  then  came,  set  Carthage  in  flame 
Phoenicians  wailing  most  loud ! 

Their  ships  and  their  mart  were  stabbed  to  the 
heart ; 

Their  Dido,  burnt  in  her  shroud. 

Saw  Caesar  in  mail  for  Brittany  sail 
Ere  Christians’  gospel  was  born, 

Destroying  the  fires  of  worshipping  sires. 

Their  hearts  all  bleeding  and  torn. 

I  watched  the  Queen’s  fleet  and  Anthony  greet, 

When  sent  her  realm  to  invade ; 

Her  lips  to  him  gave,  her  Mizraim  to  save — 

Thus  lost  a  throne  for  a  jade! 

Oft  felt  I  the  rods  of  vanishing  gods. 

In  dark  and  mythical  day. 

Whose  idols  gave  birth  to  horrors  on  earth ; 

Then  slowly  slunk  on  their  way. 

I  witnessed  the  birth  of  nations  on  earth. 

Then  saw  them  locked  in  their  tomb. 

I  dangled  on  knee  the  child  of  Chaldea; 

And  carried  Christ  in  my  womb ! 

A  rose  from  my  seed  is  Nazarene’s  creed, 

I  nursed  in  far  Galilee! 

Yet  child  to  me  born,  is  pricked  by  a  thorn — 

While  “stars  are  fighting  for  me.” 

I  taught  him  the  lore,  the  wisdom  of  yore — 

The  treasured  gems  of  my  scroll; 

Whose  teachings  today  the  sorrows  allay. 

Whose  balm  is  soothing  to  soul ! 
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How  grievous  my  loss  to  nail  him  to  cross, 

To  test  the  truth  of  his  say ; 

And  mine  is  the  rod  for  doubting  this  god, 

For  tolls  most  heavy  I  pay ! 

0,  long  is  the  chain,  oh,  bitter  the  bane! 

Since  Titus  dragged  me  to  Rome. 

Thus  weep  I  and  pray,  at  wall  on  each  day.“ 

To  lead  my  refugees  home. 

Saw  plebians  atone  at  mythical  stone 
And  warriors  kneeling  in  awe, 

While  oracle’s  knave  admonished  the  brave ; 

To  sheath  their  blades  or  to  draw. 

A  semi-nude  clan,  then  Rome  overran. 

With  holy  vestals  they  toyed. 

Patrician  once  brave,  became  the  Goth’s  slave ; 
His  pride  by  vandals  destroyed. 

Then  little-eyed  Hun,  his  victory  won. 

And  drove  the  Goths  from  the  land. 

Poor  Rome  and  its  crest,  laid  lowly  to  rest ; 

By  a  flat-nosed,  beardless  band. 

A  step-brother  brave^^  then  sauntered  from  cave. 

“Mohammed  I”  was  the  refrain : 

His  Islam  he  fired,  with  Koran  inspired; 

To  conquer  Province  and  plain. 

I  witnessed  them  rise,  with  heart  that  defies 
Like  tempest  dash  from  the  sky. 


Jews  at  Jerusalem,  hold  prayer  at  sunset,  at  the  wailing  wall  and  weep. 
The  Arab  claims  to  be  the  true  son  of  Abraham  and  Hagar. 
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And  Europe  infest,  with  foot  on  its  breast; 

With  “Allah!  Allah!”  their  cry. 

Then  Rod’rick  did  kneel,  with  vellum’s  appeal 
To  Moor,  the  victor  of  Spain. 

In  vain  he  did  plead,  for  crown  and  his  creed; 

Thus  knelled  the  Gothical  reign. 

Saw  Norsemen  depart  with  Viking  and  chart 
In  twilight’s  hour  of  the  morn; 

Their  barbarous  crew  the  Britons  subdue, 

Long  years  ere  Russia  was  born. 

In  awe  did  I  gaze,  at  bigoted  craze. 

Heard  Peter’s  asinine  yellp® 

“Come  join  our  crusade!  for  Christ  draw  your 
blade!” 

By  pest  and  saber  they  fell. 

The  English  they,  too,  once  banished  their  Jew. 

Crusaders  jeered  with  disdain! 

In  pacified  year,  they  made  him  their  peer 
To  guide  the  Victorian  reign. 

I  meekly  did  bend  to  time  and  its  trend. 

To  stinted  rights  and  its  dearth. 

Oft  squeezed  by  a  Pope  to  limited  scope 
That  I  might  live  on  his  earth! 

With  badge  on  my  breast,  by  mankind  detest, 

I  dwelt  in  Ghetto  proscribed. 

’Till  tolerant  morn  to  nations  was  born; 

And  peoples  freedom  imbibed. 


Peter  the  hermit. 
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I  saw  in  my  time,  the  Castillians  climb 
Alhambra’s  hazardous  heights. 

And  Moslem  and  Moor  were  driven  from  door 
By  Spain’s  invincible  knights. 

Most  fierce  was  the  fray,  most  gory  the  day. 

“Allah  achbar  Islam  cried : 

While  Christians  with  yell,  stormed  on  as  they  fell ; 
“All’s  lost!”  Boabdil  sighed.^® 

’Twas  hundreds  of  years,  since  Gothical  tears 
Had  plead  with  Moslem  for  Spain. 

Yet  crescent  waved  on,  through  centuries’  dawn; 
Ere  cross  its  peak  could  regain. 

Torquemada’s  bane  then  blighted  his  Spain ; 

With  tortures  stained  he  the  way! 

In  Christ  were  they  tried,  as  martyrs  they  died; 

By  rack  and  Auto-da-Fe ! 

Then  banished  and  sore,  I  sailed  from  her  shore ; 

A  quay  at  Holland  I  found. 

By  toil  and  by  thrift,  my  gloom  I  did  lift; 

Away  from  hurts  of  the  hound. 

Then  God  in  his  rage,  inscribed  on  His  page 
The  doom  of  arrogant  Spain; 

And  I  whom  she  smote,  for  greed  of  my  groat. 
Beheld  her  powerless  reign. 

Thus  tolled  I  the  knell  of  nations’  farewell ! 

As  bier  to  tomb  they  did  ride ; 


“  “God  is  great,”  the  battle  cry  of  the  Moslem. 

The  spot  from  which  Boabdil  looked  for  the  last  time  on  Grenada  is 
still  shown,  and  is  known  as  “the  last  sigh  of  the  moor.” 
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Their  power  and  speech,  like  prints  on  the  beach, 
Effaced  by  laps  of  the  tide. 

My  lot  then  I  cast,  with  Christopher’s  mast. 

And  chartless  sailed  o’er  the  sea; 

Which  landed  the  bark,  ’midst  savages  dark; 

That  held  a  refuge  for  me.^® 

I  fought  in  the  fray,  in  Washington’s  day,^^ 

And  lent  my  might  to  its  cause ; 

Whose  shot  and  whose  shell  rang  liberty’s  bell. 
Amid  its  frenzied  applause. 

I  watched  the  intrigue — a  royal  rogue’s  league; 

Absorbing  Poland  complete. 

Which  Mars  with  his  sword  much  later  restored 
While  kings  went  down  in  defeat. 

I  saw  the  world  fight  the  German’s  great  might. 
And  wrest  the  sword  from  his  hand ; 

And  Nations  divide  her  Empire — her  pride! 

Their  Kaiser  flee  from  his  land. 

Vienna  they  starved,  while  Austria  was  carved; 

Dominions  new  they  then  formed ; 

Thus  Fate  with  her  frown  crushed  scepter  and  crown 
While  mobs  her  palace  door  stormed. 

1  witnessed  the  fate  of  Russia  once  great! 

Her  Czar  and  kindred  all  slain ; 

And  Bolshevik’s  flood  soak  Cities  in  blood! 

While  lawless  terror  holds  reign. 


“  Louis  d  Torres,  the  Marrano  companion  of  Columbus  on  his  first 
voyage. 

See  Jewish  Encyclopedia,  Charleston,  S.»  C.,  of  Jewish  soldiers  that 
fought  in  the  Revolutionary  War. 
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I  took  a  strong  stand  to  fight  for  my  land, 

A  war  that  souls  of  men  tried; 

And  merciless  Mars  left  on  me  his  scars ; 

While  countless  sons  of  mine  died. 

Yet  prejudice  stalks  and  rights  of  mine  balks — 
Ignores  the  service  I  gave, 

But  God  of  my  soul !  will  gather  His  toll — 

A  doom  no  power  can  save. 

’Tis  written  on  slate  to  Nations  who  hate 
The  Jew  that  bides  on  their  soil. 

That  God  has  decreed  to  punish  their  deed — 
Send  banes  their  glory  to  spoil. 

My  flag  and  my  hearth  is  over  the  earth. 

No  crown  nor  scepter  I  own; 

Oft  shifting  my  sail  on  merciless  gale. 

From  torrid  to  frigid  zone. 

Yet  steadfast  Fll  stay  till  judgment  day! 

I’ll  watch  the  funerals  pass. 

And  gaze  on  the  graves  of  pitiless  knaves 
Who  oft  my  way  did  harass. 

The  welcomes  to  Jew  at  moorings  are  few; 

I’m  tossed  on  billows  of  hate — 

The  upstart’s  power  embitters  my  hour ; 

It  drives  my  tribes  from  its  gate. 

Let  Hamans  but  drive,  yet  shall  I  survive! 

I’ll  watch  their  rise  and  their  fall ; 

My  tongue  then  shall  tell  of  bigoted  hell. 

Of  pogroms  jotted  in  gall! 
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The  promise  of  God  will  give  me  my  sod ; 

My  wand’ring  days  shall  end, 

When  Zion  of  yore  to  me  they’ll  restore; 

The  Anglo  brother  my  friend. 

More  mighty  than  Rome,  is  Liberty’s  home ; 

Where  People’s  right  doth  prevail. 

Where  sons  of  the  land  are  called  to  command ; 
Where  chiefs  from  cabin  they  hail. 

Oh,  wonderful  land!  where  destiny’s  hand 
Designed  the  flag  of  the  free ; 

Where  Christian  and  Jew  are  safe  in  their  pew 
Since  Justice  wrote  its  decree. 

Where  suffering  cry  brings  ships  of  supply. 

To  check  the  famine  on  earth; 

And  gen’rous  they  give  that  millions  might  live 
To  bask  in  sunshine  and  mirth. 

In  science  they  lead  with  magical  speed 
And  shift  the  trend  of  the  world. 

Preparing  the  way  for  Jubilee’s  day; 

When  battle  flags  shall  be  furl’d. 

There  heaven’s  sent  league  shall  bury  intrigue. 
The  sword  in  scabbard  shall  rust; 

No  tocsin  alarms  shall  call  them  to  arms — 

The  Court  all  feuds  shall  adjust. 

Oh,  blessed  long  be  their  land  of  the  free! 

The  land  where  liberty’s  song 
Yet  greets  the  oppressed  to  harbors  of  rest; 
From  mandates  cruel  and  wrong. 


LINES  TO  A  MUMMY 


OH,  mystic  mummy  thou,  of  Mizraim’s  day! 

When  wert  thou  born  ? 

Were  it  ere  Cheops  built  his  pyramid, 

Ere  Thermatis  had  opened  rushes’  lid 
And  found  therein  the  Hebrew  infant  hid — 

A  child  forlorn! 

Wert  thou,  when  Abram  came  on  Gerar’s  plain — ■ 
With  winsome  wife? 

Oh,  loose  thy  silent  tongue  I  thee  implore ! 
Unfold  the  things  that  were  in  days  of  yore; 
Unravel  thou  to  me  thy  cryptic  lore — 

Of  ancient  life! 

Hast  thou  the  Joseph  seen  who  solved  the  dreams 
With  good  advice? 

Who  was  the  Pharaoh  then  on  Horus’  throne? 
That  sold  the  corn  in  every  breadless  zone ; 

To  hungry  hordes  reduced  to  skin  and  bone 
Beneath  the  skies? 

Thy  scribe  Manetho  failed  to  chronicle 
Who  then  held  sway; 

Did  Nub,  then  reign^ — or  Aphobis  the  good,^ 
Before  whose  throne  the  handsome  Joseph  stood 
And  granaries  supplied  that  held  the  food 
For  famine’s  day? 

Who  shaped  the  sphinx  upon  the  desert  sand? 
What  dynasty 

Gave  Mamnon’s  statue  its  melodious  sound? 

1  See  Brufch,  “History  of  Egypt,”  Chap.  12,  pp.  258  to  260. 

2  See  “The  Struggle  of  Nations.”  by  Prof.  Maspero,  p.  71. 
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Didst  thou  the  Hyksos  see  thy  strong  gates  pound, 

And  wring  from  holy  heart  of  priest  profound 
Its  secrecy? 

What  magic  science  tempered  thy  keen  tools 
That  chiseled  stones? 

Who  taught  to  thee,  the  card’nal  points  and  disk? 

What  soulless  craft  did  shift  thy  obelisk 

From  distant  quarries,  since  thou  durst  not  risk 
The  task  to  groans ! 

What  formula  embalmed  thy  noble  dead? 

What  wonder  hand 

To  ancient  Egypt  gave  its  pliant  glass  ? 

Perhaps  thou  knew  of  Moses’  rank  and  class — 

Or,  wert  thou  dead  when  Hebrew  slaves  did  pass 
To  promised  land? 

Was  Thebes  so  vast  that  it  had  hundred  gates 
To  guard  and  keep  ? 

What  caste  was  thine,  ere  wrapt  in  tegument. 

Didst  thou  then  dwell  when  Shaddaj’s  plagues  were 
sent. 

That  doomed  the  eldest  born  in  Mizraim’s  tent 
To  endless  sleep? 

Reveal  thy  cunning  craft — thy  fadeless  paints 
Of  long  ago ! 

What  methods  made  thy  pigments  to  withstand 

The  burning  sun  of  thy  mysterious  land? 

Oh,  come  divulge  thy  skill;  I  now  demand 
Thy  art  to  know !” 
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My  patience  gone,  I  clutched  this  thing  defunct 
That  I  had  kept; 

And  rudely  shook  and  tore  it  with  a  scream — 
This  old  and  silent  relic  of  my  theme, 

And  glad  was  I  to  find  these  thoughts  a  dream! 
While  I  had  slept. 
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BUILD  THY  BRIDGE 


DOEST  thou  hope  to  win  salvation? 

Wean  thy  greedy  grasp  within ; 
Heartless  gifts  deceive  oblation; 

They’ll  not  cleanse  the  soul  from  sin. 

Better  bridge  thy  great  hereafter, 

With  thy  ingot  bars  of  gold; 

Lend  thy  aid — thy  cheers  of  laughter; 
To  the  needy  friends  of  old. 

Lay  foundation  with  thy  splendor, 

To  uphold  thy  safety  pier ; 

Every  jewel  gladly  tender; 

Link  thy  gap  where  God  is  near. 

Span  thy  bridge  in  rainbow  arches. 

With  the  string  of  pearls  you  prize; 
’Tis  the  way  where  glory  marches; 

To  the  realms  beyond  the  skies. 

Pipe  the  limpid  flows  from  mountain. 
Quench  the  thirst  of  famished  man ; 
Let  it  gush  from  desert’s  fountain ; 

To  revive  the  caravan. 

Gather  thou  when  moon  is  shining. 
Beams  of  silver  from  its  smile; 

Bring  to  homes  its  brighter  lining; 
Whisper  not  “I’ll  wait  a  while.” 

Better  start  to  span  thy  river. 

Ere  you  cross  the  great  divide; 


Learn  to  be  a  cheerful  giver; 

Ere  thou  take  thy  ghostly  ride. 

All  thy  wealth  let  me  remind  you, 
Chance  may  leave  to  shiftless  heirs ; 
All  thou  hast  thou’lt  leave  behind  you — 
Worthless  turn  our  treasured  shares! 


[26] 


A  MOTHER’S  PLEA 


I  HAVE  sad  news  to  write  you,  I’m  sure  it  will 
excite  you 

To  learn  our  son  was  wedded  yesterday; 

Her  father  is  a  plumber,  her  brother  is  a  drummer 
For  some  small  firm  at  measly  kind  of  pay. 

Alas !  there  is  no  brocha  to  drift  in  such  mishpocha 
And  fear  our  castle  tumbled  in  the  air ; 

I’ve  not  yet  met  this  shiksa — they  call  her  “pretty 
Trixie,” 

And  all  seem  wild  about  her  golden  hair. 

Our  Herman’s  bad  selection  will  barely  bear  in¬ 
spection. 

For  she  was  working  at  the  nickel  store ; 

But  love’s  most  strong  devotion  is  deeper  than  the 
ocean, 

And  Cupid  wings  his  dart  at  every  shore. 

I  hope  your  disappointment  will  find  some  soothing 
ointment 

To  overlook  our  Herman’s  rash  mistake ; 

It  seems  the  Lord  ordained  it  and  Christian  church 
has  chained  it 

That  naught  but  death  their  golden  links  shall 
break. 

So  please  control  your  rogas — for  frowns  oft  hatch 
a  brogas 

That  turn  our  friends  to  foes  for  many  a  moon; 
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Let’s  give  our  silver  lining  to  souls  oppressed  and 
pining 

And  key  the  harp  whose  strings  are  out  of  tune. 

I  hope  she  has  good  breeding — that’s  what  we’re 
sadly  needing — 

Yea  more  than  sparkling  rings  upon  one’s  hand; 

'Twill  tend  to  soften  rishes — far  more  than  kosher 
dishes 

And  bring  about  esteem  throughout  the  land. 

Oh,  let  not  hearts  now  harden!  but  grant  the  pair 
your  pardon 

For  we  have  ample  means  to  give  them  joy; 

Let  loving  arms  receive  them  and  speak  no  word  to 
grieve  them 

For  after  all — he  is  our  darling  boy! 
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SOCIAL  HINTS 


The  class  whom  culture  was  denied, 

May  find  these  rhymes  a  friendly  guide; 
At  home  no  rules  impede  our  way, 

But  social  laws  you  must  obey. 

If  you  dine  out — tho  they  be  kin. 

Don’t  tuck  the  napkin  ’neath  your  chin; 

A  knife  is  used  to  cut  the  steak 
But  never  in  your  mouth  to  take. 

To  slobber  soup  at  public  feast 
Will  dwarf  your  rise — to  say  the  least; 
Avoid  long  stretch  some  dish  to  reach 
The  code  forbids  such  table  breach. 

When  eating  soup  don’t  tilt  your  plate 
’Tis  apt  to  close  your  social  gate ; 

Avoid  to  sip  from  saucer  tea, 

It  shows  your  caste  and  pedigree. 

To  shield  yourself — to  be  ignored 
Don’t  take  big  bites  at  festive  board ; 

Nor  will  you  get  the  laurel  wreath 
If  after  meal  you  pick  your  teeth. 

Don’t  pare  you  nails — nor  clean  your  ear 
When  polished  folks  are  seated  near; 

Nor  shift  you  foot  across  the  knee — 

None  care  a  leathered  sole  to  see. 

A  laughter  loud  at  home  brings  grace 
In  drawing  rooms  it’s  out  of  place; 


Pomposity  makes  little  gain 
With  people  noted  for  their  brain. 

Sweet  modesty  is  more  admired — 

Tho  she  be  maid  that  you  have  hired ; 
Don’t  ever  boast  of  your  sweet  ways — 
Let  others  sing  your  worthy  praise. 

The  way  to  win  the  peoples  grace 
Is  to  respect  the  human  race; 

’Tis  well  to  rise  and  give  your  chair 
To  feeble  folks  with  silver  hair. 

To  be  polite  bears  no  expense — 

It  shows  your  manners  and  good  sense; 
And  last  not  least  read  Chesterfield — 

If  not,  you’ll  find  your  doom  is  sealed. 
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TEMPTATION 


WHEN  woman  once  doth  yield  her  virgin  prize, 
The  lover  new  has  easy  task  to  win; 

Her  ardent  heart  is  pliant  for  his  sighs, 

And  shamelessly  she  lures  the  new  love  in. 

When  once  the  Jew  forbidden  swine  partakes, 

He  eats  with  conscience  ease  the  second  time; 
His  creed  divine  he  slowly  then  forsakes, 

And  casts  aside  a  doctrine  most  sublime ! 

When  first  our  mind  to  tempting  wrongs  awake, 
And  with  its  theft  escape  unseen  in  time; 

With  bolder  hand  then  other  things  we’ll  take. 

And  apt  to  land  in  prison  for  our  crime. 

So  be  not  lured  unlawful  things  to  do. 

But  walk  ye  ever  through  the  light  of  day; 

Much  wilt  thou  boot  these  evils  to  eschew. 

And  wend  thy  course  where  glory  paves  the  way. 
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TISHAH  B’AB 


Rise  oh,  Israel !  from  your  mourners’  ashes ! 

Cast  off  the  sack  cloth  worn  in  Titus  day ; 
Ages  gone  have  healed  the  cruel  lashes ! 

That  Caesar’s  hand  upon  your  flesh  did  lay. 

Ye’ve  outlived  the  Roman’s  mighty  power! 

Ye  dwell  in  peace  in  freedom’s  loving  tent; 

Never  may  ye  cull  a  sharon  flower, 

Yet  greater  gifts  the  Lord  to  ye  hath  sent. 

Chant  not  Jeremiah’s  lamentation! 

But  sing  ye  anthems  song  to  heroes  brave; 

Hail  ye  promised  land  of  greatest  nation! 

And  break  not  wooden  swords  on  kindreds  grave. 

Fruitless  seems  all  fasting  aye!  all  wailing! 

Two  thousand  years  at  weeping  wall  ye’ve  met ; 
Shoreless  seems  the  ocean  ye  are  sailing ! 

Your  Palestine,  alas!  is  “not  to  let.” 

Ishmael,  guards  it  with  Damascus  saber; 

The  milk  and  honey  long  has  ceased  to  flow. 
Barren  are  the  fields — in  vain  your  labor! 

The  Sodom  apple,  fruits  at  Jericho. 

Yearnings  deep,  ye  scattered  tribes  do  cherish. 

Is  like  the  sea  that  laps  Gomorrah’s  strand; 
Restoration  must  forever  perish! 

Ne’er  more  shall  ye  possess  the  Sultan’s  land. 

Wake  then  sons !  from  dreams  of  hopeless  fancy. 
Discard  black  fasts  once  taught  by  olden  sage; 
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Error  joins  the  Ghost  of  necromancy, 

It  finds  no  mooring  in  this  modern  age. 

Freedom’s  wave  of  twain  majestic  oceans, 

Beat  their  refrain  against  our  golden  shore; 
Here,  ye’ll  find  the  fruitful  fields  of  Goshen, 

Where  ye  can  bide  content  forever  more ! 

(These  stanzas  were  written  many  years  prior  to  our  great 
war  with  Germany,  and  the  hope  that  Gen.  Allenby  would 
conquer  Palestine  and  enter  Jerusalem  was  foreign  to  the 
poet’s  thought.) 
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THE  SUKKAH 


WHEN  thought  does  stray  to  days  of  my  boy¬ 
hood, 

It  pauses  at  a  home  old  fashioned  and  queer ; 
Where  oft  I  played  with  crudely  made  toyhood, 

In  leafy  Sukkah,  Dad  had  built  in  the  rear. 

The  branch  roofed  sukkah — sacred  thy  vision ! 

That  Dad  retouched  when  sukkos  drew  near ; 
With  paints  so  odd !  that  brought  its  derision, 

From  neighbors  critical,  that  Dad  didn’t  hear. 

There’s  where  we  met  for  feast  and  for  prayer. 

And  sung  our  holy  songs  with  hearts  of  cheer ! 
There  oft  did  come  the  juvenile  player. 

To  build  sand  houses  at  booth  in  the  rear. 

There  first  I  kissed  my  beautiful  Rosa ! 

And  whispered  sighs  in  her  pink  little  ear ; 

While  moon  beneath  the  clouds — made  love  more 
cozy. 

In  branch  roofed  booth  that  stood  way  in  the  rear ! 

The  home  and  sukkah,  long  ago  have  vanished! 

So  have  the  shades  I  tenderly  revere ! 

Yet  ne’er  can  time  the  vision  dear  banish! 

The  leafy  branch  sukkah  that  stood  in  the  rear. 
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THE  ’DINJA 


T  N  sleepy  Kolmar,  ’midst  the  hills  serene, 

^  There  dwelt  two  girls  named  Dora ; 

Most  lovely  was  the  one,  as  e’er  was  seen — 

The  other’s  face  was  homely,  small  and  lean — 

Yet  had  the  wealth  of  a  Zroah. 

At  least  her  sire  among  the  folks  held  rank. 

As  “Duvid  Naggel — der  reicher.” 

No  faith  had  he  in  Parness,  Prince  nor  bank; 

The  market  dames  called  him:  “The  stingy  crank!” 
Who  made  his  fortune  as  Fleisher. 

The  other  Miss,  was  graceful,  tall  and  fair; 

Thus  neighbors  dubbed  her:  “die  Scheine.” 

No  girl  in  town  with  her  chic  could  compare ; 

With  sparkling  eyes  and  glossiest  of  hair! 

Who  knew  her  Schiller  and  Heine. 

But  maids  will  love,  and  so  both  lost  their  heart. 

In  dashing  Doctor  Dan  Deckel. 

But  Deckel’s  heart — ^tho’  free  in  marriage  mart. 
Was  bent  on  dowry  to  give  him  a  start ; 

He  looked  for  love  and  its  shekel. 

No  dowry  Scheine  had  in  coins  of  gold — 

Her  face  and  form  was  her  treasure; 

“No  Groshen  has  this  girl,”  so  he  was  told: 

In  confidential  tone  by  Schatchen  bold; 

“Thou’lt  get  a  moneyless  measure.” 

“Take  thou  the  damsel  rich !”  the  Schatchen  said : 

“For  wealth  abundance  has  Duvid !” 

Ten  thousand  gulden  thou’lt  get  when  you  wed; 
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Be  not  a  chammer — shake  not  thus  thy  head ! 

The  ’dinja  is  quite  bekuvet.” 

“Nay-oser !  by  my  mother’s  grave !”  he  SAVore : 

“Unless  the  dowry  he’ll  tribble ; 

No  ponem  has  the  girl — one  could  adore ! 

I’ll  take  my  Scheine,  with  her  trousseau  poor ; 

Thy  bait’s  too  measly  to  nibble.” 

When  Duvid  gleaned  what  Doctor  Deckel’s  said, 
His  answer  was  far  from  flow’ry. 

“Thy  klules,”  quoth  the  Schatchen,  “will  ne’er  wed 
Thy  precious  child,  to  one  so  highly  bred ; 

’Tis  best  to  double  the  dowry.” 

For  hours  they  wrangled  ere  the  man  would  yield. 
His  daughter’s  ’dinja  to  double; 

“Go  get  the  papers  signed  and  see  them  sealed, 

’Tis  all  the  grain  he’ll  garner  in  my  field ; 

I’m  weary  of  all  this  trouble!” 

The  haggle  proved  most  hard,  ere  groom  agreed 
To  take  these  thousands  of  gulden. 

And  tho  his  heart  for  Scheine’s  love  did  bleed. 

His  debtors  vexed  him  more — (he  was  in  need 
Of  means  to  cancel  his  shulden.) 

The  day  drew  nigh — ^the  gladsome  wedding  day. 
When  hearts  are  tied  by  vows  spoken. 

The  day  when  Dave  his  horded  coin  must  pay — 

The  Chusen’s  ’dinja  ere  his  “lee”  he’d  say; 

Ere  glass  lies  shattered  and  broken. 
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Now  Duvid,  hid  his  gold  on  attic’s  floor, 

In  worm  hole  chest — more  fit  for  fuel. 

With  caution  fastened  he  the  oaken  door, 

But  when  he  gazed  within — his  hair  he  tore 
And  cried:  “Oh,  she-ma  jis-ruel!” 

No  copper  found  he,  empty  was  the  chest. 

No  groshen  left  for  the  ’dinja. 

The  people  roared  as  tho  it  was  a  jest, 

(For  gen’rous  souls  a  miser’s  ways  detest!) 
What  boots  our  lives  to  be  stingy? 

Let’s  fold  the  Chuppah,  none  will  wed  today. 
The  Shabbes  Goya  is  missing. 

She  filched  the  coin  and  is  now  far  away  1 
The  shock  turned  Duvid’s  beard  a  silver  gray ; 
His  heart  deep  curses  kept  hissing. 

A  score  of  moons  had  waned  ere  Deckel  came. 
To  woo  his  Dora — “die  Scheine.” 

He  paid  his  debts  and  soared  on  wings  of  fame. 
He  loved  the  damsel  and  gave  her  his  name ; 

And  both  loved  Schiller  and  Heine. 
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THE  OLD  SHOOL 


(These  lines  were  written  at  the  time  the  old  temple  on 
Main  and  Exchange  Streets,  Memphis,  Tenn.,  was  torn  down 
to  make  room  for  a  more  modern  structure.  The  old  edifice 
was  built  for  a  banking  establishment  before  the  Civil  War, 
and  the  Farmers  and  Merchants  Bank  was  doing  business 
there  for  many  years,  when  it  was  sold  to  the  Congregation 
Children  of  Israel,  and  was  dedicated  for  Jewish  worship. 
Divine  services  were  held  within  its  walls  until  1885,  when 
it  was  sold.) 

Farewell  !  thou  old  landmark !  the  home  where 
Mammon  swayed. 

Farewell!  ye  crumbling  walls,  wherein  my  Israel 
prayed ! 

Farewell  to  Gothic  pillars!  ’twas  time  to  hew  you 
down; 

The  pride  of  olden  commerce,  when  Memphis  was  a 
town. 

Well  hast  thou  done  service,  in  early  yesterday; 
Thy  face  in  mind  lingers — tho  thou  hast  passed 
away! 

Tho  thou  art  gone  forever!  no  fragment  left  to 
trace ; 

Yet  thy  once  sacred  vision,  long  years  will  not  efface ! 

The  doleful  Kolnidre,  the  Chazzon’s  touching  song. 
The  fast  on  Yom  Kippur,  and  sermons  sometimes 
long; 

The  lengthy  Hebrew  prayers,  the  shofer’s  solemn 
blast, 

Have  vanished  aye  forever!  with  our  Yom  Kippur 
fast. 
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The  silken  top  Chuppa,  our  ancient  marriage  rite; 

Like  thou,  once  dear  temple,  forever’s  taken  flight! 

The  pew  we  donned  the  talleth,  and  prayed  and 
fasted  long! 

Seems  like  some  pleasing  ditty  of  a  forgotten  song. 

The  grand  confirmation,  the  lasses  robed  in  white. 

The  touching  scene  sacred  to  every  Israelite; 

The  organ’s  solemn  tremor,  that  we  with  bowed 
heads  heard, 

Has  swept  into  the  silence,  like  lays  of  passing  bird ! 

The  little  quaint  gall’ry — where  mothers  used  to 
pray. 

In  yellow  leafed  machzor — all  now  has  passed  away ! 

Farewell !  farewell  thou  landmark !  farewell  ye  olden 

joy 

The  place  of  my  Bar  mitzpah,  the  time  I  was  a  boy. 
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JEPHTHA’S  VOW 


There  was  rejoicing  great  in  Zion’s  land, 

The  guidons  gay  in  balmy  breezes  waved; 

A  Mizpah  throng,  advanced  with  timbrels  band. 

To  cheer  the  champion  who  her  Israel  saved. 

Their  chief  returned  his  face  with  conquest  flushed ; 

For  twenty  cities  Jephtha  had  subdued! 

The  sons  of  Amon  on  the  field  he  crushed; 

Their  might  and  glory  stripped  in  battle’s  feud. 

But  see !  the  victor  reels  upon  the  street ; 

In  awe  his  piercing  eyes  begin  to  stare. 

As  Jephtha’s  daughter  comes  her  sire  to  greet; 

The  first  to  strew  her  sharon  roses  rare. 

“Ah !  woe  to  me !”  the  chief  began  to  wail ; 

“That  thou  my  bairn  should  be  the  fatal  first! 

To  meet  thy  sire  his  coming  home  to  hail. 

Oh,  victory  thou  hast  my  life  accursed!” 

“Thy  moans,  oh,  sire !”  the  beauty  maid  replied : 

“Are  riddles  deep  thy  child  cannot  define; 

What  cause  hast  thou,  to  turn  this  gleeful  tide 
To  tears,  when  conquest  sparkles  in  thy  wine?” 

“Ah !  child  of  mine,  thou  wotest  not  thy  doom ! 

Thy  cheeks  will  pale  when  thou  shalt  glean  the 
truth ; 

My  oath  eclipsed  the  brighter  rays  of  noon. 

My  vow  has  torn  thy  bridal  veil  of  youth  !^ 

1  When  virgins  disgraced  the  Parents,  Elders  tore  the  veil  from  off  their 

face. 
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For  I  have  sworn  to  our  eternal  King, 

Should  victory  upon  my  banner  wave^ — 

The  first  I’d  meet  shall  be  my  offering 
Upon  the  altar  for  my  heroes  brave.” 

“Thou  hadst  no  right  to  make  a  vow  so  rash !” 

The  daughter  pale,  in  tone  of  anguish  cried: 
“Thus  retribution,  turned  on  thee  its  lash, 

To  make  thee  suffer  what  thou  canst  decide !” 

“Ah,  me  my  child !  we  have  no  soothing  bane ! 

A  vow  to  God  no  mortal  can  revoke ; 

No  priest  that  swings  the  censor  in  his  fane. 

Can  oath  absolve  that  I  so  rashly  spoke,” 

“Oh,  father!  would’st  thou  offer  up  thy  child 
Like  browsing  kine  they  heap  on  altar  fires? 
There  must  be  ways  to  pay  in  deeds  more  mild. 

No  loving  God  such  sacrifice  desires.” 

“It  is  my  pledge — ^tho  rash  the  way  may  mean, 

I  durst  not  brake  the  oath  the  fates  did  shape ; 

I  cannot  shield  behind  a  flimsy  screen — 

Tho  doom  of  thine,  a  father’s  heart  may  break ! 

Our  Patriarch,  flinched  not  with  blade  in  hand 
To  sacrifice  his  dear  beloved  son ; 

With  faith  in  God  he  followed  His  command 
And  thus,  his  everlasting  glory  won  1” 

“Aye!  Abraham,  did  stay  his  deadly  stroke’!’ 

The  maiden  moaned:  “He  paused  with  fatal 
knife — 
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The  God  himself  His  mandate  did  revoke, 

He  knew  the  wrong  to  take  a  guiltless  life ! 

Thy  child  should  be  more  precious  than  thy  oath ! 

Have  I  not  been  the  pet  of  all  thy  land  ? 

What  soul  in  Gilead,  doth  thy  daughter  loath? 

What  God  of  love  would  such  a  life  demand?” 

“  ’Tis  not  for  us  to  judge  the  weight  of  vows,” 

The  chief  in  sobs  to  trembling  maiden  spake: 
“Who  knows  the  measured  grace  the  Lord  allows 
To  perjured  souls  who  sacred  pledges  break.” 

“What  son  did  Jacob  blessed,  at  altar  burn?” 

Retorted  daughter,  to  her  valiant  sire: 

“What  human  life  did  he  to  God  return? 

What  man  or  maid  was  victim  to  his  fire? 

Yet  when  at  Luz,  he  vouched  to  God  above. 

To  give  a  tithe  of  wealth  of  all  that  came;  (Gen, 
28-22.) 

A  dozened  sons  awoke  his  heart  of  love; 

No  human  blood  did  from  his  altar  drain.” 

“He  pledged  not  human  life,  when  he  did  swear ! 

Like  I  my  love,  in  dread  that  I  would  fail ; 

Thou  canst  not  Israel’s  vow  with  mine  compare. 
There  is  no  way  to  mend  the  sunken  sail !” 

“There  is  a  way,  wert  thou  not  bigot  bent, 

If  child  were  dearer  than  thy  sacred  plight. 

If  God  at  birth  had  not  a  mad-man  sent. 

Who  only  hears  the  screeching  owls  of  night. 
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There  is  a  way,  our  scroll  forbids  the  act!  (Deut. 
12-31.) 

Our  law  gives  threat  to  such  inhuman  deed — 

Ask  thou  thy  scribes  and  learn  this  solemn  fact, 
“To  him  he  death  who  gives  Moloch  his  seed!” 
(Lev.  20-2-5.) 

“Most  chaste  and  kind  have  been  my  summer  years ! 

The  balm  I  poured  into  the  heart  of  sighs, 
Unsulled,  my  lips  oft  kissed  away  the  tears — 
What  Elohim  desires  such  sacrifice? 

Fve  tried  so  hard  to  fill  the  souls  with  glee ! 

To  plant  the  rose  in  paths  of  discontent. 

To  touch  the  harp  of  pleasing  harmony, 

Where  loud  discord  the  peaceful  silence  rent. 

With  modest  mien,  I’ve  tried  my  rank  to  fill. 

With  deep  esteem  thy  every  nod  obeyed; 

No  scribe  can  fling  at  me  his  evil  quill. 

Nor  jot  that  I  withdrew  consoling  aid. 

Annul  thy  oath  1  the  Lord  will  thee  condone ! 

This  link  is  all  that’s  left  of  Jephtha’s  chain! 

The  Adonoi  wants  not  thy  precious  own. 

What  boots  my  death — when  naught  hast  thou  to 
gain?” 

“Nay,  naught  on  earth,  but  in  the  life  to  come” ; 

The  bigot  chief  to  pleading  maid  replied: 

“With  mundane  glory  man  too  soon  is  done. 

This  globe  is  but  the  court  where  souls  are  tried. 
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The  Lord  on  high  has  put  me  to  the  test, 

A  chieftain’s  word  is  put  upon  the  scale ; 

To  break  my  vow  I’ll  be  a  mocking  jest! 

To  those  that  now  with  song  their  victor  hail. 

Thou  dost  not  want  that  tribes  my  oath  deride? 

My  honor’s  staked  upon  a  vow  most  rash, 

Oh,  would  that  I  by  Ammon’s  spear  hath  died  I 
Than  thus  be  flayed  by  sorrow’s  living  lash ! 

Be  brave  my  child,  go  fearless  to  thy  doom ! 

To  Mizpah,  show  thou  art  a  Manassite ! 

Thy  death  will  build  for  thee  immortal’s  tomb! 
Where  age  unborn  shall  burn  the  mourners’  light.” 

“  ’Tis  well,  my  sire ;  thy  will  I’ll  not  oppose” ; 

Thus  quoth  the  maid :  “But  prithee  give  me  scope ! 
Twain  months  I  ask  to  weep  my  virgin  woes 

With  maids  of  mine,  since  thou  hast  barred  my 
hope.” 

Two  moons  in  lonely  mountain  home  she  passed. 
And  prayed  most  long  ’midst  many  a  sobbing 
friend; 

In  mourner’s  garb  she  gave  to  God  her  fast. 

Then  on  she  went  to  meet  her  tragic  end. 

In  sylvan  shades  where  towering  cedars  stood, 

A  tomb  once  marked  the  dust  of  spirit  brave ; 
Four  times  a  year  came  lovely  maidenhood. 

With  blossoms  sweet  to  strew  upon  her  grave. 

There,  wended  Jephtha,  many  hours  he  staid. 

His  heart  oppressed  bedewed  her  bed  with  tears. 
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With  deep  remorse  he  there  to  Shaddai  prayed, 

To  lift  from  soul  the  error  of  his  years. 

There,  feathered  tribes  once  built  their  annual  nest. 
And  reared  their  broods  amid  the  shades  serene. 
Where  magic  sunset  tints  the  glowing  west. 

There,  piping  birds  long  trilled  their  notes  unseen. 
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BUILD  HOMES  FOR  THE  HOMELESS 


Thy  cult  may  be  most  modern,  or  ultra  bred  thy 
creed. 

Thy  viands  strictly  kosher,  and  on  no  chazzer  feed. 
All  hinges  on  thy  career,  in  daily  walks  of  life; 

Thy  dealings  with  thy  neighbor,  the  way  thou  loves 
his  wife. 

One’s  faith  means  not  the  dogma,  oft  taught  in 
bigots  school. 

But  in  the  spotless  pages  that  hold  the  golden  rule. 
Thy  fast  and  all  thy  tillem — mezuzahs — on  thy  door ; 
Will  naught  bring  soul’s  redemption,  unless  thou 
aid  the  poor. 

Tho  thou  observes  the  Sabbath,  as  sires  in  yester¬ 
days. 

Adheres  to  every  Yom  tov,  and  give  to  God  thy 
praise. 

Yet  nought  these  holy  precepts,  imbedded  deep  and 
strong ; 

Can  vie  with  heart  that’s  honest,  that  plots  no  man  a 
wrong ! 

Thy  God  needs  less  thy  tillem,  than  hungry  need  thy 
food. 

Thy  creed  needs  less  of  dogma,  and  more  of  broth¬ 
erhood. 

What  boots  thy  temple’s  splendour?  when  few  go 
there  to  pray! 

Erect  ye  greater  shelter,  where  homeless  hearts  can 
stay. 
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The  world  is  full  of  takers,  its  givers  scant  and  few ! 

If  mankind  were  less  selfish,  more  good  in  life  they’d 
do. 

Why  build  then  ego’s  mansion?  since  brief  is  human 
span! 

Start  building  homes  for  homeless,  and  be  a  better 
man! 
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THE  ROSE  OF  SHARON 


O  LISTEN  to  the  tale  of  sharon’s  rose! 

Its  pedigree  remote  and  long, 

That  angels  first  kissed 
Bedewed  with  its  mist, 

Ere  scribes  enrolled  it  on  the  Torah’s  list;^ 

Ere  Solomon  decked  it  in  song.^ 

Its  heart  first  opened  by  the  moon  lit  pale. 

Where  softly  flows  Al-Zarkaa’s^  stream ; 

Where  Rachel  long  set, 

When  Jacob  she  met. 

And  blissful  moments  flitted  free  from  fret ; 

Their  raptures  like  a  pleasant  dream ! 

Its  breath  perfumed  the  silent  Sorek  vale. 

Where  Delilah  plucked  it  for  years ; 

And  placed  it  on  breast 
Where  Samson  did  rest. 

Ere  sinews  strength  he  to  this  jade  confessed; 

Ere  his  long  locks  were  shorn  with  shears. 

It  sweetly  nodded  to  the  shepherd  king ; 

Who  culled  it  for  daughter  of  Saul. 

And  won  a  heart  true 
When  Giant  he  slew; 

When  women  sang  and  their  sweet  blossoms  strew; 
To  David  who  lifted  their  pall! 


1  The  sacred  scroll. 

®  The  Song  of  Solomon,  11:1. 
®  Crocodile  river. 
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With  sobs  they  laid  it  on  the  virgin’s  grave ; 

’Twas  placed  on  every  prophet’s  tomb, 

’Twas  tendered  to  bride 
By  friends  at  her  side, 

While  maidens  held  their  lamps^  with  holy  pride; 
As  they  advanced  to  meet  the  groom. 

Thus  on  it  flowered  in  its  pallid  garb. 

Along  the  banks  of  Mafjir®  drear! 

Where  Crusaders  tired 
The  blossoms  admired; 

But  when  they  kissed  its  face,  it  blushed  and  ex¬ 
pired  1 

And  turned  in  to  an  angel’s  tear. 

*  Virgins  with  lamps  and  song  greeted  the  coming  of  the  groom, 
t  The  dead  river  of  the  Crusaders. 
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MY  GOLDA 


Ye  may  laud  your  witching  damsels,  'neath  the 
gray  or  azure  skies; 

Yet  no  maid  can  match  my  Golda,  with  the  glint 
that’s  in  her  eyes! 

She  has  orbs  so  large  and  soulful,  dark  are  they  as 
raven’s  wing; 

And  the  ripple  of  her  laughter,  is  a  music  fit  for 
king ! 

While  her  heart  is  full  of  goodness,  with  a  nebbich  in 
her  speech; 

Oft  she  filches  my  last  quarter,  that  her  dimpled 
hand  can  reach. 

For  she  teaches  in  the  Ghetto,  where  the  dalles  loves 
to  stay; 

Where  the  larder  oft  is  empty,  where  the  mazzel 
ran  away. 

She’s  a  member  of  Chautauqua,  where  she  heads  the 
bible  class; 

And  she  knows  the  sacred  chomish,  from  the  fiood 
to  Baalam’s  ass. 

She  can  bake  the  finest  kugel — give  a  flavor  to  the 
fish; 

That  would  shame  a  Mogul’s  banquet,  or  the  gods 
ambrosia  dish! 

And  she  dotes  on  her  dear  mother,  like  a  plant  that 
loves  the  sun! 

She  has  helped  to  raise  the  children,  when  her  fath¬ 
er’s  life  was  done. 


[50] 


And  she  pours  her  monthly  wages  in  her  mamma’s 
empty  lap; 

Thus  they  live  a  life  bekuvet,  where  contentment 
takes  a  nap. 


Where  the  milshek  and  the  fleishek,  in  the  kitchen 
has  its  hook ; 

Where  to  fry  the  meat  in  butter  would  bring  klules 
on  the  cook. 

For  her  home  is  strictly  kosher,  as  the  heart  that 
bides  within; 

Where  to  touch  the  fire  on  Shabbes,  would  be  deemed 
an  awful  sin! 

There  I  go  to  see  my  Golda,  where  we  banter,  laugh 
and  sing; 

Where  the  voices  softly  mingle,  and  to  soul  its  ca¬ 
dence  bring. 

Where  the  moments  fast  are  flitting,  and  the  even¬ 
ings  brief  do  seem; 

Where  the  good-night’s  many  kisses  sends  its  echo 
through  my  dream ; 

Soon  I’ll  need  not  heed  the  staying,  when  it  chimes 
for  me  to  leave; 

For  I’ll  take  her  ’neath  the  Chuppa — naught  to  mar 
the  blissful  eve. 

Thus  we’ll  plight  our  love  together,  and  invoke  the 
Elohim; 

For  His  brocha  to  our  marriage,  that  our  love  may 
never  dim ! 
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THE  CAPTIVE  JEWESS 


(In  the  sixteenth  century  when  Oska  Pasha  ruled  over  the 
Turkish  empire,  a  beautiful  Jewish  maiden,  with  other  cap¬ 
tives,  was  taken  prisoner.  The  Sultan  fell  in  love  with  this 
pretty  Jewess,  resolved  to  add  her  to  his  Harem  of  beauties 
and  compel  her  to  change  the  faith  of  her  fathers  for  that  of 
the  Koran.  Seeing  that  this  daughter  of  Judah  scorned  his 
offer,  the  royal  lover  ordered  her  to  be  taken  to  the  dungeon. 
After  three  months  of  inhuman  treatment,  the  fair  prisoner 
was  again  brought  before  his  Highness. 

Her  great  courage  and  determination  never  to  tarnish  her 
faith,  her  plaintive  pleading,  the  dark  prediction  she  pic¬ 
tures  of  the  fate  that  will  befall  his  throne,  so  strikes  the 
chord  of  fear  in  his  superstitious  heart  that  he  gives  her 
freedom.) 

OH,  pardon  King!  I  durst  not  change 
My  father’s  faith  for  thine ; 

For  I  was  taught  on  mother’s  knee 
To  pray  at  Aaron’s  shrine. 

I  cannot  be  thy  Sultana, 

Our  scroll  forbids  the  rite; 

I  durst  not  wed  the  Oska  great! 

He  is  no  Israelite. 

I  dare  not  barter  Israel’s  creed 
For  gems  that  moslem  prize. 

No  more  than  thou  a  Mussulman 
Wouldst  cabba’s  stone^  despise; 

My  tribal  blood  warms  not  thy  veins, 

This  marriage  cannot  be ! 

Thy  couch,  oh,  Lord !  I  durst  not  wed. 

The  Harem’s  not  for  me ! 


^  The  Cabba  stone  is  kissed  by  pilgrims  of  the  moslem  faith  in  their 
journey  to  Mecca. 
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My  fathers  fought  for  Abraham’s  faith, 
For  Israel’s  law  they  died ! 

Think’st  thou  that  I’ll  deserter  prove 
To  martyrs  of  my  tribe? 

The  spirit  of  my  sire  above 
Would  frown  on  me  in  scorn! 
Forever  curse  his  flesh  and  blood, 

The  day  that  I  was  born  I 

If  all  the  wealth  of  Islam’s  realm 
Thou  at  my  feet  wouldst  lay. 

It  would  not  lure  to  break  the  creed. 

My  creed  of  childhood’s  day. 

’Tis  true,  I  am  thy  captive,  sire; 

I  swear  by  Him  on  high, 

A  Jewess  was  I  born  my  Lord; 

A  Jewess  I  will  die! 

Renew  thy  hurts  if  thou  so  wilt. 

Let  fetters  on  me  stay; 

But  never  hope  this  heart  of  mine. 

To  fabled  gods  will  pray! 

Three  moons  I  wore  these  rusty  chains. 
In  dungeon  dark  and  damp. 

The  light  of  day  was  night  to  me, 
Consoling  faith,  my  lamp. 

Unfit  to  drink  the  waters  were. 

On  mouldy  bread  I  fed; 

No  fire  to  warm  the  chilling  blood! 

The  dungeon  floor  my  bed. 


My  soul  then  prayed  to  Israel’s  God 
Till  sobs  in  heart  were  still, 

It  gave  me  strength  to  bear  my  lot, 

To  trust  in  Heaven’s  will. 

Let  guard  me  lead  to  dungeon  dark. 
Whose  bars  I  cannot  break — 

This  flesh,  oh  Oska !  thou  canst  touch, 
The  soul  thou  canst  not  take ! 

Thou  canst  renew  thy  starving  plan, 
Or  burn  my  clod  at  stake; 

The  lash  canst  wield  on  captive  frail, 
My  creed  I’ll  not  forsake! 

From  faith  of  mine,  oh,  Sultan  great, 
Thou  see’st  I  have  not  bent. 

The  flick  of  whip  upon  my  flesh 
On  me  for  naught  was  spent; 

I’ll  not  forswear  my  father’s  God, 

By  yonder  azure  sky! 

A  Jewess  was  I  born,  my  Lord, 

A  Jewess  I  will  die! 

Thou’st  heard  my  say,  your  majesty; 
With  moslem’s  law  proceed; 

Thy  vengeance,  sire,  on  captive  wreak. 
If  this  thy  heart  will  feed. 

But  take  thou  heed !  thy  Koran’s  God, 
Inscribes  on  judgment’s  page. 

The  heartless  act  of  cruel  kings — 

The  crimes  of  every  age. 
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“Allah  Achbar”^  in  His  anger 
Will  smite  thy  home  some  day; 

Thy  moslem  throne  shall  then  totter, 
Thy  scepter  lose  its  sway! 

Thy  desert  sons  of  martial  might, 

To  pagan  chief  shall  kneel, 

He’ll  cast  thy  turban  in  the  dust 
And  crush  it  with  his  heel. 

Most  royal  Oska,  I  have  done; 

Thy  martyr’s  standing  here. 

In  thee  my  Lord,  no  mercy  throbs. 

Thy  heart  is  locked  to  tear. 

My  pleading  breeds  but  stinging  scoffs. 
I’ll  kneel  no  more  to  dust ; 

In  Islam’s  soul  no  pity  dwells  I 
In  God  I’ll  place  my  trust ! 

Let  moslem’s  fire  this  flesh  consume. 
The  pyre  my  Lord  build  high. 

To  thee  Oh  Israel  I’ll  be  true ! 

A  Jewess  I  will  die! 

Proceed  then,  sire,  with  thy  command. 
My  doom  I  do  not  fear! 

Let  laws  of  Prophet  take  their  course. 
Come,  bind  this  captive  here. 

But  Turk  perplexed  on  divan  set. 

To  scenes  around  him  blind ; 

And  o’er  his  handsome  visage  sped 
A  change  of  heart  and  mind. 


2  Allah  achbar,  God  is  great.  A  common  expression  of  the  Turkish  people. 
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A  tomb-like  hush  in  court  prevailed, 

The  throng  all  gazed  in  awe ; 

With  bated  breath  they  strained  their  ear, 
To  hear  Mohammed’s  law. 

“  ’Tis  our  decree,  thou  captive  brave. 

To  let  thee  go  thy  way ; 

Thou  hast  this  hour  thy  pardon  won. 

Thou  need’st  no  longer  stay.” 

“Oh,  gracious  Lord !”  the  maiden  cried : 

“Didst — thou  say — I — was — free? 

Or  was  it  but  an  echo  false 
That  whispered  this  to  me! 

Decreed’st  thou  thus,  thou  moslem  Chief? 

Have  ears  heard  Oska  say — 

Thou  grants  to  me  my  freedom’s  air. 

No  bars  impede  my  way? 

Did  conscience  sway  thee  thus,  0  Caliph, 
’Tis  truly  thy  decree  ? 

No  more  the  dungeon’s  rusty  gyves. 

I’m  now  at  liberty? 

’Tis  not  a  dream  of  mere  fancy ! 

Thou  bidst  me  free  to  roam? 

Again  to  clasp  my  people  dear 
In  Hebron’s  mountain  home! 

With  tears  they  will  rejoice  with  me; 

Once  more  I’m  free !  I’m  free ! 

To  Thee  Jehovah  I  give  praise! 

0,  thanks,  my  Lord,  to  thee !” 


A  PLEA  TO  THE  NATIONS’  LEAGUE 


{While  Jeivs  are  butchered  in  Poland) 

ri^HE  world  has  been  made  safe  for  men, 
The  piping  peace  is  heard  again; 

But  pray  do  tell  oh,  when — oh  when 
Will  serpents  cease  to  coil? 

The  Jews  have  fought  and  bled  and  died. 

To  have  on  earth  a  peaceful  tide ; 

Yet  equal  rights  are  them  denied — 

Upon  the  Slavic  soil. 

If,  in  the  flush  of  freedom  won. 

If  Polish  rule  that’s  just  begun 
Doth  terrorize  old  Israel’s  son 
And  righteousness  ignore. 

They  will  incur  Jehovah’s  wrath. 

That  shall  defeat  their  aftermath; 

Bring  war  and  famine  in  their  path ; 

And  soak  their  fields  in  gore. 

The  monarchs  who  their  Jews  mistreat. 
Their  nation’s  welfare  oft  do  cheat ; 

And  end  their  reigns  in  dire  defeat; 

Like  Spain  who  naught  would  heed ! 

Fate  shaped  the  doom  of  Russia’s  Czar, 
Whose  cruelty  reached  out  too  far — 

An  unseen  hand  snuifed  out  his  star ; 

He  perished  with  his  seed. 


God’s  vengeance  lashed  the  Teutons’  spleen, 
Whose  hate  for  Jews  was  ever  keen; 

No  lauded  deeds  their  hearts  could  wean 
On  Israel  not  to  frown. 

Proud  Austria  too  has  met  her  fate, 

Because  she  fostered  bitter  hate 
Against  the  Jew  within  her  gate ; 

And  thus  she,  too,  went  down. 

Take  heed!  be  not  fanatic’s  tool! 

But  take  ye  up  the  golden  rule 
That  Christ  did  teach  in  ethics  school 
In  Zion’s  holy  land. 

And  learn  to  love  your  fellow-man. 

No  matter  what’s  his  creed  or  clan; 

Place  not  on  Jew  thy  bigot  ban — 

Extend  a  friendly  hand. 

Ye  council  four,  most  just  and  great. 

Oh,  plead  for  us  to  hearts  that  hate ! 

To  give  my  tribes  within  their  gate, 

A  shelter  safe  to  dwell ! 

Where  pogroms  shall  forever  cease. 

That  cause  the  flowing  blood  to  freeze — 

To  give  the  Jew  an  ounce  of  ease — 

And  not  a  living  hell ! 

Oh,  ye  who  have  the  power  and  might. 

Give  shield  to  helpless  Israelite; 

Dispel  the  gloom — the  dismal  night — 

And  champion  his  just  cause! 
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Protect  ye  this  defenceless  race, 
And  ye  will  win  Jehovah’s  grace, 
That  coming  tides  shall  not  efface. 
And  earn  the  world’s  applause! 


A  PLEA  TO  PREJUDICE 


From  Jacob’s  tribes  of  ancient  day, 
Just  sixteen  million  souls  now  pray; 
Invoking  God  that  bigots  band; 

Should  stay  its  blow  upon  the  land. 

To  plant  in  heart  the  righteous  deed ! 

To  give  a  tithe  of  Saviour’s  creed ! 

To  slay  not  life  nor  covet  pelf ; 

But  “love  thy  neighbor  as  thyself.” 

For  centuries  the  churches  spleen, 

Has  spat  on  Israel’s  gabardine. 

Has  tortured  him  his  rights  denied ; 

In  name  of  son — their  crucified! 

Without  a  cause — without  a  claim — 

They  constantly  the  Jew  defame! 

Yet  Christian  hurts  and  rabbles  wrong; 
Has  made  the  Jewish  heart  more  strong. 

He  has  outlived  Egyptian  ire; 

He  saw  the  Syrian  foe  expire. 

The  Roman  might  whom  nations  slew; 
Could  not  efface  the  deathless  Jew! 

The  crusade  fired  by  bigots  curse. 
Destroyed  our  home  and  filched  our  purse ; 
Defiled  our  virgins  on  the  street 
In  their  wild  rush  for  safe  retreat. 
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Then  Christian  Spain  did  shape  a  dearth, 
That  made  our  life  a  hell  on  earth ! 

Thus  Pope  and  church — thus  king  and  crown 
Has  kept  the  Jew  for  ages  down! 

E’en  now  in  this  enlightened  age, 

They  storm  at  Jew  with  rancord  rage ! 

What  crime  is  his — ye  don’t  transgress  ? 

What  moral  wrongs — that  ye  have  less? 

To  toil  and  sweat  and  save  a  dime 
Was  never  known  to  be  a  crime; 

To  walk  through  life  the  righteous  path. 
Should  stay  the  spleen  of  human  wrath. 

To  stitch  and  mend  in  shops  of  dust 
Is  all  the  stock  some  have  in  trust; 

At  cobbling  shoes  long  hours  they  toil. 

To  put  soup  bones  in  pot  to  boil. 

Has  earth  been  made  for  church  and  dome — 
Have  other  cults  no  right  to  home  ? 

To  live  and  breathe — to  spin  and  weave ; 

To  worship  God  as  they  believe? 

Ye’ve  tried  to  rend  his  heart  and  limb, 

And  found  the  fates  will  fight  for  him ! 

The  Lord  of  Hosts  with  plans  sublime; 

Has  placed  him  here  to  measure  time. 

Of  Empires  great  that  come  and  pass. 

Like  belching  tides — or  withered  grass ; 

And  thus — he’ll  watch  the  sea  and  chart; 

’Till  hate  has  left  the  human  heart. 


’Till  nations  dawn  their  rays  of  light, 

And  gives  to  man  an  equal  right ! 

Then  prejudice  will  lose  her  scorn; 

While  freedom  greets  the  brighter  morn. 
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THE  PARTNERS 


OZER  and  Benjuma,  tailed  together, 

And  tramped  o’er  lands  from  morn  ’till  night; 
O’er  rugged  roads  through  winter’s  cold  weather; 
With  heavy  packs  ’neath  hearts  most  light. 

The  glee  of  one  brought  joy  to  the  other, 

And  shared  alike  all  they  did  earn, 

Benjuma  seemed  more  like  a  twin  brother 
To  smart  Ozer,  of  their  concern. 

Thus  summers  came  and  winters  departed, 

’Till  many  years  passed  o’er  life’s  main ; 

Their  stock  a  dwindling  since  they  first  started 
Convinced  the  men  they  toiled  in  vain ! 

One  evening  after  their  meal  was  finished 
Ozer  remarked:  “Peddling  don’t  pay; 

For  years  our  stock  has  slowly  diminished ; 

Let’s  sever  Chavrusa  today! 

Schlemazzel  followed  every  endeavor ! 

Let  each  now  try  a  differ ’nt  town ; 

Should  fortune’s  hand  crown  you  or  I  ever — 

Then  we  can  help  the  one  that’s  down.” 

The  plan  seemed  wise  and  thus  they  decided. 

To  ply  their  chance  herceforth  apart; 

With  tears  the  twain  companions  divided. 

With  hopes  to  reach  some  lucky  mart.  ' 

It  chanced  a  town  was  thrown  in  confusion 
By  sudden  death  of  Mayor  Schwill ; 
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Quite  oft  they  met  yet  reached  no  conclusion, 

What  clod  on  earth  this  rank  could  fill. 

Thus  after  much  harangue  and  long  talking, 

The  town  “resolved  to  bide  by  fate. 

Elect  the  man  that  chanced  to  come  walking 
Through  tower’s  gate  when  clock  struck  eight.” 

Now  Ozer,  who  had  no  means  nor  malice — 
(Someone  robbed  him  of  his  last  crown!. 

A  weary  tramp,  with  naught  but  his  dalles  1^ 

By  chance  had  come  to  this  strange  town. 

Just  then  the  bell  in  clock’s  ancient  steeple. 

The  frenzied  hour  ’mid  hurrahs  rang ; 

A  bedlam  cheer  arose  from  glad  people. 

And  “Hail  to  Chief  I”  to  Ozer  sang. 

He  })c 

A  score  of  moons  had  vanished  in  story. 

Since  Benjuma,  from  pal  did  part; 

The  one  was  vested  with  township’s  glory. 

The  other  down  on  life’s  lone  chart. 

It  came  to  pass  dejected  Benjuma, 

Had  trudged  to  town,  half  starved  and  thin ; 

No  heller  had  he  to  his  nashuma!^ 

Had  come  to  rest  at  some  small  inn. 

There  gleaned  he  through  their  talk  a  great  sur¬ 
prise  ! 

When  lauding  Ozer,  their  great  chief; 


^  Poverty’s  coat. 
2  The  soul. 
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“Perhaps  its  Ozer-leh,®  joy  beamed  in  eyes, 

Ah,  then  he’ll  come  to  my  relief !” 

With  heart  aflame  and  garments  all  tattered^ 
Onward  he  sped  Ozer  to  find; 

Yet  when  they  met  his  hopes  became  shattered! 

The  past  to  pal  he  couldn’t  remind. 

Most  stunned  was  Benjuma,  long  he  faltered; 

Abashed  he  stood  most  sad  his  gaze — 

“Has  fortune’s  hour  the  hearts  of  men  altered 
To  know  no  friend  of  adverse  days? 

’Tis  strange  Ozer!  we  who  clung  together 
In  rags  and  want  when  things  wouldn’t  go, 

Oft  hungered— shivered— through  the  bleak  weather ! 
That  such  a  friend  you  fail  to  know? 

’Tis  queer  indeed  you  can’t  remember. 

The  night  it  stormed  crossing  the  creek ; 

I  saved  your  life  that  dreary  December, 

Then  nursed  you  through  the  Christmas  week. 

Oh,  where’s  the  pledge — the  hour  when  we  parted. 
Should  luck  entwine  us  in  her  fold? 

Can  rise  to  power  make  us  hard  hearted — 

To  have  no  warmth  for  friend  that’s  cold? 

In  life’s  great  struggle  you  have  succeeded 
To  rank  as  chief,  where  sweets  are  spread ; 

Whilst  I,  unfed — by  chaver  unheeded! 

Must  jog  o’er  earth  without  a  bed.” 


^  Dear. 
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From  eyes  gushed  tears,  his  heart  was  nigh  broken, 
Whilst  chief  his  feeling  tried  to  hide; 

A  hush  prevailed,  his  thoughts  were  unspoken. 
Then  Ozer  to  his  pal  replied: 

“When  upstarts  rise  and  need  no  more  labor. 

They  guild  their  past  and  tongues  refrain 
To  hint  of  crusts  they  shared  with  their  neighbor 
When  hut  meant  home  in  peddlers’  lane. 

The  scenes  recalled — your  sentiments  spoken — 

Is  Torah’s  emmes^  Benjuma  Gotthelf; 

You  say  I  don’t  know  you,  my  pledge  broken — 

The  truth’s  Benjuma,  I  don’t  know  myself!” 

*  The  Bible’s  truth. 
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THE  BIBLE 


OH  ye  lovers  of  the  fable! 

Read  ye  things  of  higher  label; 

Open  Bible  on  your  table 
And  learn  to  know  the  greatest  book  of  all ! 

For  it  holds  the  thoughts  of  sages, 

It  has  stood  the  test  of  ages ; 

Telling  through  its  deathless  pages 
The  rise  of  countless  kingdoms  and  their  fall. 

Tho  its  head  with  age  be  hoary, 

Tho  it’s  flecked  with  carnage  gory ; 

Yet  it  cites  a  grander  story 
Than  all  the  tales  by  gifted  bards  inspired ; 

It  has  built  its  fanes  of  splendor. 

Where  we  homage  daily  tender 
To  Jehovah  man’s  defender 
Who  lends  new  strength  to  life  when  heart  is  tired. 

Theologians  for  the  pleasure. 

Store  away  this  golden  treasure 
In  their  mind  in  hours  of  leisure. 

And  ponder  o’er  its  writ  from  day  to  day ; 

It  has  built  its  house  of  learning. 

Where  the  heart  for  truth  is  yearning. 

Wisdom’s  glitter  can  be  earning ; 

That  like  the  Phares  lights  our  Stygian  way. 

Yea  countless  are  its  translation. 

From  our  prophets’  revelation. 

Lending  lofty  inspiration 
To  thoughts  that  journey  to  the  poet’s  land; 
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Sainted  sages  have  defined  it, 

Made  it  clear  and  underlined  it, 

While  the  artist  has  designed  it 
With  vital  figures  wrought  by  cunning  hand, 

’Tis  an  heirloom  for  the  nation, 

’Tis  a  work  that  holds  salvation. 

For  the  souls  of  God’s  creation ; 

It  matters  not  what  cult  or  caste  they  be. 

’Tis  as  free  as  waters  flowing. 

Or  the  sun  in  heaven  glowing. 

Yea!  as  free  as  zephyrs  blowing. 

That  never  seek  to  know  one’s  pedigree, 

’Tis  the  book  where  we  can  borrow. 

Solace  in  our  hours  of  sorrow. 

Lending  hearts  its  brigher  morrow 
When  we  have  lost  the  spurs  of  dash  and  dare. 
For  the  Lord  that’s  ever  near  us. 

Sends  His  angels  on  to  cheer  us. 

From  all  trials  He  will  clear  us ; 

If  we  but  call  on  Him  in  our  despair. 

For  the  God  that  is  above  you. 

Guides  your  footsteps — for  He  loves  you. 
Only  spirits  rude  will  shove  you; 

Upon  the  desert  where  the  springs  are  dry. 
But  God’s  work  like  tendril’s  creeper. 

Clings  to  you  with  love  more  deeper; 

Tells  thou  art  thy  brother’s  keeper 
When  left  forlorn  on  famine’s  field  to  die. 
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Jews  and  Christians  have  proclaimed  it, 

“Holy  Bible,”  they  have  named  it, 

Unbelievers  have  defamed  it; 

Yet  naught  can  maim  the  truth  within  its  shrine. 
Like  a  star  it’s  ever  shining, 

Brings  to  soul  its  silver  lining ; 

When  the  heart  is  sick  and  pining 
And  longs  for  God  to  send  its  balm  divine. 
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THE  ZIONIST 

(Written  before  the  World  War.) 

OH,  lead  me  Lord !  to  where  my  heart  is  sighing, 
The  land  thou  gavest  Judean  sires; 

Where  pilgrims  at  the  weeping  wall  are  crying 
A  spectre  sad  of  Roman  fires. 

Return  the  scattered  tribes  their  Holy  City, 

Where  shepherd  king  once  sang  and  played; 
Where  Jeremiah  wrote  his  pangs  of  pity; 

Where  once  the  Judean  sceptre  swayed. 

Restore  to  homeless  Israel  his  lost  Zion ! 

The  cave  wherein  his  fathers  sleep. 

Where  crescent  waves  instead  the  bannered  lion 
Where  Ishmael’s  guard  their  vigil  keep.® 

Where  son  of  David  long  did  reign  in  splendor. 
Where  temple  grand  Morriah  graced. 

And  Thou  Jehovah  was  our  great  defender; 

Ere  pagan  hand  our  pride  effaced. 

Where  Solomon  in  his  refulgent  glory. 

To  Israel  gave  its  peaceful  day; 

Ere  seers  foretold  our  suffering  story; 

Our  doom  a  thousand  years  away. 

Oh,  fold  thy  flock  in  thy  sequestered  Zion ! 

Away  from  snarls  of  hating  hound. 

Where  sharon’s  beauty  rose  and  bannered  lion; 
Serenely  waved  on  Israel’s  ground. 

^  At  the  wailing  wall,  the  only  thing  left  of  old  Jerusalem,  Jews 
gather  at  sundown  to  pray  for  the  restoration  of  Zion. 

*  The  banner  of  the  Jew  was  a  lion. 

5  Turkish  soldiers  guard  the  Machpelah,  where  the  remains  of  Abraham, 
Isaac  and  Jacob  are  supposed  to  be  buried. 
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Oh,  let  thy  flagless  few  bide  in  their  valley ! 

Their  Emous  land,  where  Judah  fought; 

Whose  brav’ry  cheered  the  hearts  oppressed  to  rally ; 
And  Thou,  oh,  Lord !  Thy  wonders  wrought. 

For  Israel’s  soul  is  sad  of  wand’ring  weary ! 

Our  bleeding  feet  o’er  highways  roam; 

A  hostile  quay,  a  harbor  cold  and  dreary! 

Has  been  our  lot  in  Christian’s  home. 

And  just  forsooth,  two  thousand  years  a  teacher. 
Made  claims  divine  our  sense  denied; 

To  test  his  say  the  Romans  tried  this  creature — 

And  Homo  like  on  cross  he  died. 

And  thus  I  pine  to  bide  in  holy  city ! 

For  Judean  hills  my  heart  does  sigh; 

Thy  lambs  forsaken,  bleat  aloud  their  pity ; 

There  let  us  live,  there  let  us  die  I 

For  there  will  reign  Messiah’s  wonder  glory ! 

Our  kingdom  old,  again  shall  rise ; 

Where  martyred  souls  shall  tell  in  sobs  their  story. 
Then  waft  on  wings  beyond  the  skies  I 
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BEWARE 


(This  poem  was  written  many  years  before  the  abdication 

of  the  Czar.) 

O  SULLEN  Czar,  when  wilt  thou  curb 
The  tempest  of  thy  spleen ! 

And  cease  to  let  thy  hounds  disturb 
The  guiltless  that  are  clean? 

Why  speak  not  peace  in  thy  domain, 

And  break  the  links  in  despot’s  chain. 

And  make  thy  lands  serene. 

When  wilt  thou  stay  the  leaden  lash 
And  list  to  earth’s  protest; 

When  will  thy  anger  cease  to  flash 
And  soothe  the  troubled  breast? 

0,  lift,  oh  Chief!  thy  heavy  hand 
From  off  the  hearts  in  Russian  land  1 
And  in  the  name  of  God  command 
The  Jew  not  to  molest! 

Why  would  the  Czar  the  Hebrew  loathe? 

Thy  Christ  came  from  his  seed — 

The  same  good  Lord  has  made  ye  both, 

Thou’st  much  of  Israel’s  creed; 

Beware!  how  thou  doth  treat  his  clan. 

Lest  God  sends  on  a  new  Japan, 

That  shall  the  fires  of  hatred  fan 
And  leave  thee  poor  indeed ! 

No  king  that  e’er  the  Jew  disdained 
And  refuge  him  denied. 
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But  what  the  foe  his  armies  lamed 
And  he  for  mercy  cried; 

Then  learn  thou  Czar  of  Casile’s  fate, 
Who  drove  the  tribes  from  Spanish  gate, 
It  boots  all  ill  the  Jew  to  hate. 

For  God  stands  by  his  side. 


LINES  ON  THE  DEDICATION  OF  TEMPLE 

(Corner  Poplar  and  Montgomery) 

OH,  Lord  of  Host !  we  consecrate 
This  House  to  Thee ! 

Where  hearts  within  shall  supplicate 
On  bended  knee; 

Here  pious  souls  shall  bend  lowly, 

Here  feeble  feet  shall  wend  slowly 
To  bow  before  thy  ark  holy, 

Devoutedly ! 

Here  Hebrew  hearts  can  assemble 
With  naught  to  dread! 

No  Israelites  here  need  tremble 
To  lose  their  head; 

By  dark  crusade’s  insane  mission. 

By  erring  priests’  inquisition. 

Or  laws  that  held  a  condition — 

Where  Jews  were  bled ! 

Where  freedom’s  statue  lights  the  ocean. 
Comes  welcome  sounds  I 
’Tis  weary  Israel’s  modern  Goshen ; 

Where  Slavic  hounds 
No  more  can  bay  as  Jew  advances. 

No  pogroms  hatched  can  thwart  his  chances. 
Each  day  man’s  thrift  his  worth  enhances ; 

By  leaps  and  bounds ! 
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No  human  tongue  here  is  hindered 
To  have  its  say, 

Here  we  can  bide  with  dear  kindred, 

Our  own  sweet  way! 

Here  golden  locks  and  heads  hoary 
Are  sheltered  by  our  old  glory, 

A  banner  born  on  fields  gory 
On  freedom’s  day. 

Nigh  Tennessee’s  majestic  river 
We’ll  glorify 

The  name  of  God — ^the  silent  giver. 

The  Lord  on  high; 

Whose  been  our  guide  through  the  ages  I 
The  beacon  light  of  our  sages  1 
The  dawn  through  our  dismal  stages 
When  doom  was  nigh. 

Here  mourners  nigh  broken  hearted 
For  loved  ones  dead  1 
Shall  kaddish  say  for  their  departed 
With  bended  head; 

Here  sermons  strong  and  soul  reaching, 
Our  Rabbis  oft  will  be  preaching, 

While  scroll  divine  with  its  teaching. 
Shall  here  be  read. 

In  here  we’ll  teach  the  faith  we  cherish 
To  children  dear! 

The  sacred  truth  can  never  perish — 
Upon  our  sphere! 


It  shall  be  our  conservation 
In  our  loved  ones  confirmation, 

And  glorified  by  the  nation — 

With  anthem’s  cheer! 

Here  nuptial  vows  will  be  spoken, 

And  on  her  hand 

The  groom  shall  place  the  golden  token 
Its  marriage  band ; 

Here  their  unborn  generation 
Perchance  may  join  this  congregation 
And  give  to  God  their  oblation 
Where  now  we  stand. 

Here  where  the  days  oft  are  calmest 
When  blizzards  blow, 

W^e’!!  chant  the  words  of  the  psalmist. 
To  soothe  our  woe; 

While  organ’s  strain  on  us  stealing 
The  heart  oppressed  will  be  healing 
And  chase  from  spleen  all  ill  feeling 
Towards  our  foe. 

Beneath  this  dome  we’ll  be  wending, 
God’s  grace  to  gain ! 

Our  evil  ways  we’ll  be  mending 
Efface  the  stain! 

Eor  nobler  deeds  we’ll  try  and  labor. 
Instill  in  man  to  love  his  neighbor. 

Turn  into  “plow  shares”  savage’s  sabre. 
So  peace  may  reign ! 
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JAHRZEIT 


OH,  priceless  emblem  thou  of  Israel’s  creed, 
When  days  are  drear! 

The  mourner’s  flame  we  light  with  tender  hand. 
Thy  ancient  lamp  with  sacred  oil  we  feed ; 

For  souls  that  waft  to  spirits’  happy  land ; 

Where  God  is  near! 

For  thousand  years  Thy  people  lit  this  light 
For  sire  and  sage; 

The  tide  of  time  may  change  the  Jewish  creed. 

Yet  hold  we  on  with  all  our  zeal  and  might — 

And  pay  to  passing  souls  memorial’s  meed ; 

In  every  age! 

The  tribes  may  shift  their  tent  from  hostile  lands 
Where  they  were  bred; 

Yet  Jahrzeit’s  light  they  burn  where  e’er  they  roam! 
Tho  tyrants  clasp  the  fetters  on  their  hands ; 

Yet  will  they  burn  the  mourner’s  light  in  home 
For  kindred  dead ! 

Consoling  gift  thou  art  to  every  Jew — 

When  life  doth  leave! 

To  feel  when  passing  from  this  sighing  sphere. 
Some  one  will  burn  the  Jahrzeit  for  them  too; 

And  lisping  kaddish,  drop  a  silent  tear 
On  Jahrzeit  eve. 
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SOLOMON’S  JUDGMENT 


jri^WAS  Judgment  day 
A  In  Zion’s  guilded  hall,  the  chosen  people’s  king 
Sat  robed  in  white  upon  his  wonder  throne. 

From  rafters  huge,  the  brazen  lamps  on  chain  did 
swing, 

That  flooded  cedar’s  lofty  dome  and  shone 
Like  summer’s  ray. 

Above  the  throne. 

On  slabs  of  stone,  inlaid  in  blushing  rubies  rare. 
Were  ten  commandments  held  betwix  the  paws 
Of  lions  twain;  while  Israel’s  warning  word,  “be¬ 
ware  !” 

O’er  tablets  carved  with  Shaddaij  holy  laws. 

In  brilliants  shone. 

On  steps  of  brass 

And  veined  onyx,  that  led  to  judgment’s  silent  place. 
Twelve  shaggy  lions  stood  with  manes  of  gold, 

A  guarding  justice  seat  with  savage,  glaring  grace. 
Alert  in  leaping  pose  and  menace  bold; 

That  none  shall  pass. 

On  floor  below. 

Inlaid  in  fancy  stone,  there  stood  a  surging  crowd, 
A  throng  with  eager  eyes  and  hungry  ears. 

To  catch  the  trembling  words  that  fell  in  anguish 
loud 

From  harlots  twain;  much  swayed  by  tempest 
tears 

And  bitter  woe. 
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“The  child  is  mine! 

Oh,  thou  most  peaceful  king!”  a  trembling  woman 
cries : 

“  'Twas  I,  oh  Solomon,  that  gave  it  birth ! 

’Tis  mine — oh  sire!  ’tis  mine!  this  brazen  hussy 
lies! 

I  vow  by  all  the  sacred  tombs  on  earth 
And  scrolls  divine!” 

“Oh  king,  beware!” 

The  other  moans :  “Heed  not  her  oath,  I  did  it  bear. 

The  dead  is  hers — let  me  not  plead  in  vain! 

Oh,  good  Jedidjah,^  pray  be  merciful  and  fair! 

I  gave  it  birth  with  tears  of  blood  and  pain. 

To  this  I  swear !” 

“She  swears  a  lie!” 

The  other  sobs :  “Let  not  my  lamb  from  me  be  torn ! 

“Oh  son  of  David !  Israel  calls  thee  wise. 

Give  not  this  brat  to  her,  to  her  it  was  not  born. 

I  vow  to  thee  by  heaven’s  azure  skies 
And  God  on  high!” 

“To  me  the  child 

Belongs !”  the  other  moans :  “Oh,  list  what  I’ll  thee 
tell! 

’Tis  Torah’s  truth — I’ll  speak  to  thee  no  lie. 

For  many  moons,  did  we  in  peace  together  dwell ; 
When  she  gave  birth  to  child — and  so  did  I. 

And  we  were  wild 


1  Ere  Solomon  became  king,  he  was  called  throughout  the  land  of  Israel 
by  his  pet  and  popular  name,  “Jedidjah”  (Darling  of  Jehovah).  He  was  also 
called  “Jedidiah,”  a  name  given  him  by  Nathan  the  Prophet. 
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With  our  delight 

To  see  their  dimpled  smiles,  one  eve  when  all  was 
hush, 

On  night  the  third — while  deep  in  slumber’s  bed. 
This  wench,  by  over  laying  her  own  babe  did  crush. 
She  then  doth  filch  my  boy  and  takes  its  dead. 

In  wee  hour’s  night 

And  lies  the  thing 

On  couch  whereon  I  slept,  and  dreamed  of  God’s  sent 
bliss. 

My  azure  eyes !  where  gleams  the  angel’s  spark. 
And  tiny  dimpled  hands,  that  I  do  love  to  kiss — 
Her  son  had  pretty  eyes,  yet  they  were  dark 
As  Satan’s  wing.” 

“Her  glib  is  fine ! 

Oh  sire,  but  false  as  totem  tales,”  the  other  shrieks : 

The  dead  is  hers,  the  living  child  is  mine! 

There’s  not  a  jot  of  truth  in  what  this  strumpet 
speaks. 

I  swear  to  thee  by  all  the  laws  divine — 

This  boy  is  mine  1 

’Twas  she  in  sleep 

Unconscious  crushed,  the  pulsing  life  from  its  wee 
form. 

And  claims  my  golden  hair,  my  sweet — her  own. 

I  vow,  oh  Lord,  by  Him  who  rides  the  roaring  storm ; 
By  Him  who  stills  the  billows  mad’ning  moan 
In  ocean  deep!” 
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“0  king  most  wise!” 

The  other  cries :  “Lend  not  thine  ear  to  lips  that  lie. 

The  lifeless  babe  is  hers,  the  living  mine. 

I  swear  by  Shembor’cho,  who  judges  from  the  sky! 
By  sanctum’s  light  that  burns  at  temple’s  shrine — 
The  woman  lies!” 

“A  saber  bring.” 

Thus  spake  the  king:  “We’ll  let  Damascus’  keener 
blade 

The  strife  decide.  We  lack  this  law  in  scroll. 
Let’s  cut  the  living  child  in  twain,  and  give  each  jade 
A  part.  We  doubt  to  whom  belongs  the  whole.” 
“Oh  stay.  Oh  King ! 

Oh,  I  implore!” 

One  wailed  on  bended  knee:  “Lift  not  the  deadly 
knife ! 

O  sever  not  this  child — give  her  my  son ! 

I  want  no  part,  if  thou  must  take  its  precious  life — 
For  with  its  life  no  more,  my  life  is  done 
Forevermore ! 

Send  not  this  bane 

To  heart  of  joys  bereft!  let  thy  decree  be  mild! 

Oh,  Sov’reign,  stay  this  act  I  thee  implore! 

Take  not  this  harmless,  little  life — give  her  the  child. 
I  yield — I  yield  my  claim,  shed  not  its  gore, 
’Twill  turn  my  brain!” 

“Cut  child  in  twain! 

Let  neither  gain !”  the  other  shouts  in  trembling  joy; 
“Her  tears  are  lame,  the  jade  thou  canst  not 
trust — 
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Divide  the  brat,  oh,  Lord !  give  each  one  half  of  boy ; 

For  thou  art  wise  oh,  king !  thy  laws  are  just — 

Praised  be  thy  reign!” 

But  Monarch  gazed 

At  heart  most  crazed  by  grief  and  tears  and  thus  he 
spake : 

“Give  her  the  boy,  our  test  has  made  it  plain ; 

No  mother  blessed  with  reason  sane  would  let  us 
take 

Her  precious  born  and  cleave  the  child  in  twain.” 

The  people  praised 

This  judgment  wise. 

And  laughing  eyes,  went  cheering  to  their  hills  and 
homes. 

And  Solomon’s  most  wondrous  decree 

Thus  sped  on  wings  of  fame  o’er  totem’s  distant 
nomes ; 

That  won  from  code  of  immortality 

Its  greatest  prize. 
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A  TRIBUTE  TO  RABBI  ISAAC  M.  WISE 


T  SING  my  song  to  thee,  oh  Rabbi  Wise! 

Thy  wonder  toil  has  been  our  people’s  gain; 
Much  hast  thou  done  our  ways  to  modernize, 

To  bring  new  life  into  our  sluggish  vein. 

Most  rampant  ran  our  creed  in  zigzag  way. 

Like  tangled  creepers  kissed  by  summer’s  sun ; 
Till  thou  appeared  like  some  enchanting  fay. 

And  rituals  new  on  Israel’s  heart  hast  spun. 

With  pruning  blade,  thou  severest  branch  decayed. 
From  tree  of  faith  they  set  in  Ezra’s  age; 

While  superstition  stood  in  awe  dismayed, 
Dissenting  loudly  in  their  bigot  rage. 

But  soon  new  sprigs  from  tree  began  to  grow. 
Which  added  grace  with  every  coming  morn; 
While  those  who  watched  it  from  their  plains  below. 
Have  long  embraced  thy  modern  spirit  born. 

Most  kind  wert  thou  to  hearts  in  dire  distress ! 

And  gavest  free  from  purse  so  often  lean; 

A  million  lips  thy  soul  in  prayer  bless ! 

For  aiding  those  whose  want  was  rather  keen. 

Oh  Nestor-Sage  of  institution  grand! 

Like  beacon’s  light  it  points  to  mooring’s  rest ; 
From  whence  bright  gleams  illume  our  mighty  land ! 
And  gives  to  Judean  creed  that  which  is  best. 
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Thy  Hebrew  College  is  our  priceless  pride, 

That  shall  endure  like  tides  that  lap  the  beach; 
Whose  students  fill  our  pulpits  far  and  wide 
And  Israel’s  mission  to  our  people  preach. 

In  heart  shall  dwell  the  glory  of  thy  thought! 

Tho  thy  great  work  upon  this  sphere  is  done ; 
The  deeds  thou  hast  upon  the  ages  wrought; 
Shall  long  be  praised  by  Jewish  sire  and  son. 
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POTIPHAR’S  WIFE 


At  Mizraim’s  Nile,  where  ancient  Memphis  stood, 
The  Ra^  had  drawn  his  sunset  on  the  skies. 
And  spilt  his  pot  of  blushes  o’er  the  zone. 

’Twas  there  a  heart  gave  vent  to  sobs  and  sighs ; 
In  twilight  chamber  silent  and  alone. 

Zelikah’s  spouse  and  Saris^  dubbed  by  king, 
Soothsayers  grave  and  nobles  wise  and  brave ; 

In  haste  had  sped  to  Hyksos’®  royal  home. 

Where  chiefs  with  golden  collars,^  counsel  gave; 
To  quell  the  discontent  in  Oryx  Nome. 

“Why  doth  he  keep  aloof?”  Zelikah  sighed: 

“All  blandishments  do  seem  to  go  astray! 

They  pass  like  sand  when  dashed  against  the  sieves ; 

No  spark  of  love  his  soulful  eyes  betray. 

All  witchery  but  falls  like  withered  leaves ! 

And  yet  in  eyes  of  men  I  comely  seem. 

My  charms  they  covet  with  their  lustful  eyes. 
Much  would  they  dare,  to  warm  at  hidden  fire; 

Would  I  but  pause  to  list  to  babbling  lies ; 

Yet  none  but  handsome  Yusuf,  I  desire! 

Oh,  Os’ris®  come!  and  quench  this  pent-up  flame! 
One  drop  of  bliss !  to  lay  this  fevered  lust ! 


1  The  sun  god. 

2  Military  officer. 

3  Shepherd  rulers  of  the  15th  Dynasty.  See  Brugsch,  “Egypt  Under  the 

Pharaohs,”  Chap.  VI,  p.  119.  , 

*  A  mark  of  distinction  worn  by  men  of  valor  won  on  battle  helds. 
“History  of  Egypt,”  W.  M.  Flinders  Petrie,  Vol.  2,  p.  22. 

5  Popular  God  of  Egyptians. 
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What  boots  all  rank — the  gowns  that  weavers  spin? 

When  heart  the  beggar  pawns  for  one  sweet  crust 
And  starves  of  hunger  at  the  baker's  bin. 

I’ll  chance  again ;  the  Gods  have  shaped  the  time ! 

Aphobis’®  call  gives  grace  to  my  suspense; 

The  stars  will  court  the  moon  ere  comes  my  Lord, 
I’ll  don  a  gown  that  shall  my  looks  enhance 
And  play  my  guile  upon  the  tender  chord. 

In  polished  silver  mirror  long  she  gazed, 

Arrayed  in  vestment  that  most  dainty  seemed, 

A  string  of  pearls  she  fastened  with  a  sigh. 

While  jeweled  pins  from  raven  tresses  gleamed 
Like  brilliant  stars  upon  a  cloudless  sky. 

Then  fixed  she  gibbous  earrings  in  her  lobes. 

From  rounded  ankles  bloodstone  anklets  shone, 

A  gem-lit  girdle  clasped  she  ’round  her  waist. 

Her  sandals  small  were  set  in  precious  stone. 
And  amber  bands  on  perfumed  arms  she  placed. 

On  brow  entwined  she  then  a  jeweled  band. 

On  heaving  breast  the  high-cast  scarab  beamed; 
The  sapphire  bracelets  blazed  upon  her  wrist. 

The  pink  topaz  from  tapered  fingers  gleamed 
Like  sun  of  morn  a-piercing  through  the  mist. 

She  amulet  of  love  in  bosom  hid. 

And  thrice  on  sheet  of  polished  bronze  she  stroke ; 
At  once  a  slave  salaamed  with  bow  profound, 

In  silent  pose  he  waited  ’till  she  spoke. 

His  large,  dark  eyes,  agazing  on  the  ground. 


«  Hebrews  arrived  in  Egypt  during  the  reign  of  Aphobis,  a  Hyksos  king. 
See  “The  Struggle  of  Nations,”  by  Prof.  Maspero,  p.  71. 
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“Has  Og,  the  Hittite  flogged  as  I  thee  bid, 

And  heaped  the  score  of  lashes  with  full  vent?” 
“Nay,  potent  mistress,  nay!  the  lash  I  stilled. 

The  wretch  had  swooned  ere  Og  his  strokes  had 
spent 

And  felt  thou  didst  not  want  the  dotard  killed.” 

“The  Rah  forbid!  I  want  not  scullion  slain — 

But  flayed  for  shirking  task  he  should  attend ; 
’Tis  time  the  slave  doth  learn  our  rigid  code. 

All  Mizraim’s  flesh  must  to  their  betters  bend — 
Be  he  a  Memphian,  or  from  wild  abode.” 

“Aye !  noble  dame,  one’s  thrall  to  yoke  must  bend ! 

But  dogs  cannot  endure  a  camel’s  load; 

The  Hittite  old  is  nearing  to  his  grave, 

Egyptian  lords  should  more  compassion  lend 
And  weigh  the  burdens  heaped  upon  the  slave.” 

“What  slave  in  Mizraim  weighs  the  master’s  sigh? 

What  mercy  gives  the  clod  to  hearts  that  break? 
E’en  thou,  who  feeds  on  honey  like  a  drone; 

Whose  task  falls  soft  as  moonbeams  on  the  lake, 
Ignorest  love  that  throbs  for  thee  alone. 

Bethinks  the  gifts  I  have  on  thee  bestowed ! 

Rohir^ — art  thou  o’er  all  thy  master’s  slaves 
O’er  fallows  vast,  that  touch  the  Theban  gate. 

Thy  sav’ry  foods  are  fit  for  noble  braves — 

All  this  I’ve  done,  to  win  thee  as  my  mate. 

Thy  garments  are  of  finest  byssus  spun. 

Nor  sleepeth  thou  on  bondage  beds  of  sand — 


^  Overseer. 
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But  pelts  from  jungles  brought,  where  lions  leap. 

While  slaves  at  sleep-time  fan  with  gentle  hand; 
To  lull  my  Hebrew  to  his  slumbers  deep. 

Be  mine,  0  Yusuf!  let’s  to  love  retreat! 

The  Gods  have  shaped  this  eve  for  us  to  mate. 
Thy  Lord  will  not  return  ere  goblins  stroll, 

Since  king  and  chiefs  will  hold  their  council  late ; 
Give  me  thy  lips  and  take  my  heart  and  soul!” 

“I  durst  not !  nay,  thou  are  my  master’s  wife. 

The  marriage  code  thy  pretty  face  would  mar® — 
Allay  such  thoughts — they  savor  of  a  crime — 

Such  kiss  but  leaves  its  ugly  stain  and  scar; 
And  marah  tears  that  burn  like  mortared  lime !” 

“0  nay !  my  moon,  the  Gods  brought  thee  to  me. 

To  shed  a  gleam  upon  the  dismal  week; 

The  tricks  of  love  will  shield  the  stolen  kiss. 

No  bitter  tears  shall  trickle  down  our  cheek — 
For  fruit  forbidden  holds  the  sweetest  bliss! 

Come  sit  you  down  amid  these  lotus  leaves 
And  speak  to  me  of  Canaan’s  home  and  past; 
Unseal  thy  heart!  unburden  all  thy  wrong! 

What  made  thee  slave  ?  thy  looks  belie  thy  cast ;® 
Oh,  breathe  to  me  what  rank  doth  thou  belong?” 

“Ah!  gracious  dame!”  the  Hebrew  slave  replied: 

“The  love  and  pride  for  home  my  lips  did  lock. 

My  past,  no  weight  with  thee  can  have  I  know, 

And  I  care  less  my  burdens  to  unfrock, 

Since  God  who  shapes  all  things  has  willed  it  so.” 


®  A  woman  who  had  committed  adultery  was  sentenced  to  lose  her 
nose,”  “Wilkerson  Ancient  Egyptians,”  Vol.  I,  chap.  4,  p.  304. 

^  According  to  Heroditus  XI,  p.  164,  they  were  seven  in  number 
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“Go  to !  my  moon !  such  thoughts  but  dullards  lisp ; 

Thou  dost  me  wrong !  to  hide  thy  swollen  sores — 
Let  me  apply  my  healing  balm  to  pain! 

For  sympathy  the  troubled  heart  oft  cures 
And  makes  us  long  to  live  our  life  again.” 

“Ah!  life  indeed  is  sweet  when  ’tis  not  chained, 
When  thraldom’s  gyves  no  longer  ulcers  breed ; 
Yet  would  I  rather  nurse  my  pent  up  wrong 
And  feed  with  slaves  upon  the  lentil  seed,^® 

Than  take  that  which  to  me  doth  not  belong !” 

“It  doth  belong  to  thee,  my  Canaan  moon ! 

Love  leaped  to  thee  when  I  thy  face  erst  saw. 

No  heart  but  scrip  doth  bind  me  to  thy  Lord. 

No  code  of  kings,  nor  threats  of  Mizraim’s  law; 
Can  heart  control,  when  Os’ris  cuts  the  cord. 

The  Gods  have  shaped  this  pulsing  hour  of  joy. 
The  feast  is  spread — let  us  its  morsel  share. 
And  drain  the  draught  that’s  in  our  cup  of  bliss. 

Its  raptures  sweet  will  lift  from  heart  all  care; 
And  bring  to  soul  its  greatest  happiness.” 

Nay,  Mistress  kind!  such  bliss  but  leaves  its  blight. 

When  heart  most  frail  pollutes  the  marriage  bed — 
I’d  ingrate  prove  to  thy  most  noble  spouse. 

To  filch  a  thread  of  hair  from  off  thy  head; 

Or  bring  a  smirch  upon  his  stainless  house.” 

“Be  gone !  you  oaf !  thou  art  a  craven  cur ! 

More  blind  to  charms  than  suckling  pups  at  birth. 

“Then  Jacob  gave  Esau  bread  and  pottage  of  lentiles.”  Gen.  XXV,  34. 
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For  men  would  dare  to  drag  the  king  in  chains, 

To  glut  themselves  with  woman’s  love  on  earth — 
Bah!  naught  but  fish  blood  courses  through  thy 
veins ! 

I’ll  make  thee  suffer  for  this  painful  bruise! 

Since  lentil  seed  is  sweeter  than  my  lips ! 

And  dunes  of  sand  more  pleasing  than  my  bed. 

Henceforth  thy  cloth  shall  be  the  bondage  strip ; 
’Twill  fit  thee  well  when  water  wheel  thou’lt  tread. 

I’ll  teach  thee  wretch!  to  cast  my  love  aside, 

As  tho  it  were  a  bone  from  banquet’s  night; 

I !  priestly  born !  that  I  to  slave  should  fawn ! 

I  swear  by  Typho,^^  thou  shalt  rue  the  slight! 
Away !  fish  glutton^^  vile !  go — get  thee  gone !” 

4c  4:  4: 

Three  moons  had  shed  their  luster  in  the  skies, 
Since  woman’s  wrath  her  spleen  on  slave  had 
spent ; 

Unfed  desires  caused  her  to  waste  away. 

Like  plant  that  withers  ’neath  a  dismal  tent; 
Whose  struggling  shoot  feels  not  the  light  of  day. 

Thus  heart  oppressed,  she  pined  for  boon  denied; 

Her  unrequited  love,  her  joys  impaired. 

Yet  had  she  not  the  will  to  strip  the  slave. 

Of  toothsome  food  when  at  her  board  he  fared ; 
And  vesture  fine  again  to  him  she  gave. 


^  Was  the  personification  of  evil. 

Eating  fish  was  detestible  to  the  higher  caste.  Brugsch,  “Egypt  Under 
the  Pharaohs,”  XVI,  p.  404,  item  151. 
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Again  she  tried  to  win  him  to  her  side 

And  dipped  her  cooing  sweet  in  vinous  bowl; 
While  from  her  eyes  oft  flashed  the  longing  look. 
That  spake  of  hunger  gnawing  deep  at  soul! 
More  sad  than  seers  could  jot  down  in  their  book. 

Then  came  the  festal  Nile  in  pomp  arrayed, 

When  Mizraim  flocked  to  ceremonies  gay. 
Zelikah,  feigned  she  were  too  ill  to  go 

And  bade  her  spouse  to  let  young  Yusuf  stay; 
While  Lord  and  slaves  did  sport  in  milky  flow.^^ 

Once  more  alone  and  safe  from  listening  ear. 

New  art  she  tried  the  Hebrew  to  beguile. 

On  lyre  she  played  to  him  her  dulcet  strains. 

While  from  her  orbs  did  leap  the  siren’s  smile ; 
Whose  lustful  look  would  bind  a  god  in  chains! 

“Oh,  Yusuf  sweet!”  she  whispered  soft  and  low: 
“Let’s  pluck  the  grapes  that  through  our  lattice 
creep. 

By  Ptha,^^  I  swear  my  love  for  spouse  is  dead! 

As  Tih,^®  that  in  his  mural  tomb  doth  sleep — 

So  come,  my  moon !  for  naught  have  we  to  dread. 

Oh,  shake  not  head  like  tongueless  slaves  from 
Kush  !^® 

If  thou  hast  fear,  then  I’ll  thy  master  slay 


“And  he  washed  his  face  with  the  milk  of  the  Nun”  (i.  e.,  with  the 
waters  of  the  rising  Nile).  Brugsch,  “Egypt  Under  the  Pharaohs,”  Ch.  XVI. 
p.  400,  item  102. 

Ptha,  weighed  the  good  and  bad  on  the  scale  of  truth. 

The  tomb  of  Tih,  near  Sakkara,  supposed  to  be  five  thousand  years 

old. 

Conspirators  and  men  speaking  against  the  government,  had  their 
tongues  cut  out  and  doomed  to  life-long  slavery. 
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And  wed  with  thee  before  the  shrine  of  priest. 

Where  dancing  girls  shall  greet  our  wedding  day; 
And  nobles  quaff  our  health  at  nuptial  feast. 

“Nay,  gracious  mistress,  nay!”  the  slave  replied: 

“I  durst  not  share  thy  ecstacy  I  pray! 

Kor  plot  to  league  with  thee  to  ta>e  a  life. 

No  rnurd’rer  ever  knew  a  tranquil  day; 

Who  husband  slays  that  he  might  couch  with  wife.” 

“Thy  scruples  have  been  hatched  in  fear!”  she 
sighed : 

“Thy  image  sweet  annuled  my  wifely  oath. 

I  love  no  more  the  man  that  I  did  wed — 

More  sin  it  be  to  kiss  the  lips  we  loath; 

Than  lie  with  love  in  one’s  adultrous  bed.” 

“Oh,  yield  to  me  my  love!  and  I’ll  embrace 
Thy  father’s  faith  and  manners  of  thy  tribe. 
And  converts  bring  from  Mizraim’s  many  caste. 

To  kneel  to  Him  who  rides  the  moaning  tide; 

At  temple’s  shrine  in  all  its  splendor  vast.” 

“Oh,  noble  dame!”  the  stalwart  youth  replied: 

“Permit  my  tongue  to  tell  thee  without  guile. 
The  God  my  tribes  adore,  doth  not  desire 

The  sons  unchaste  who  sacred  shrines  defile; 
Nor  foul  oblation  at  the  holy  fire.” 

She  then  the  slave  to  inner  chamber  lured, 

On  couch  she  placed  him  with  a  fawning  grace. 
Athwart  where  stood  the  image  of  her  god. 

In  holy  awe  she  veiled  her  beauty  face; 

And  bending  low,  she  gave  a  solemn  nod. 
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“Thou  art  afraid  of  Ikon  blind  and  mute, 

Who  cannot  see  the  good  or  ill  of  man ; 

Shall  I  not  then  my  sire’s  Jehovah  fear? 

Whose  vigil  eye  the  sightless  stars  can  scan, 
Whose  ear  divine,  the  fallen  leaf  can  hear?” 

“This  awe  of  mine  is  but  the  screech  of  owl 
That  nurse  imbued  in  baby’s  suckling  day; 

The  gods,  my  moon,  we  have  no  cause  to  dread, 
’Tis  naught  but  priestly  junk  that  bars  the  way, 
A  dross  on  which  the  masses  now  are  fed. 

0,  prithee  love,  come  nestle  on  my  breast! 

Thy  sweet  caress  will  be  like  pleasing  rhyme. 
Compassion  blots  from  heart  forbidden  deeds; 

Thy  love  to  me  is  like  the  sun  to  thyme. 

Whose  kisses  warm  a  sweet  aroma  breeds.” 

As  swift  as  flash  that  leaps  on  thunder’s  cloud. 

Her  nymph-like  form  upon  the  slave  she  thrust 
And  ere  the  youth  amazed  had  time  to  think. 

She  glued  her  lips  upon  her  cup  of  lust 
And  filched  a  drop  of  its  forbidden  drink. 

Like  wild  gazelle  by  flying  arrow  pierced 
That  speedily  bounds  to  find  a  safer  place, 

Thus  Yusuf,  quickly  tossed  aside  his  head. 

And  throwing  off  the  woman’s  mad  embrace. 

The  slave  in  haste  from  tempting  chamber  sped. 

Yet  swift  upon  his  heel  she  him  pursued 

And  seized  his  flowing  cloak  in  mad’ning  chase ; 


[93] 


While  he  unheeding  ran  into  the  street, 

Unrobed  of  frock  that  damned  him  to  disgrace, 

A  proof  that  made  the  siren’s  chain  complete. 

That  night,  when  Potiphar  from  feast  returned, 
Zelikah  spun  her  tale  of  baneful  lies 
Of  wrong  and  shame  the  slave  upon  her  wrought 
In  sobbing  speech  wherein  suspicion  dies. 

She  told  her  spouse  how  she  for  honor  fought : 

“This  servant  meek  whom  thou  hast  brought  to  us. 
Did  come  in  unto  me  to  have  his  glee, 

Tt  came  to  pass,  as  I  my  voice  did  lift 

And  cried,  that  he  his  mantle  left  with  me’^'^ 
And  sped  like  straw  that  raging  tempests  shift.” 

When  Potiphar  had  heard  the  words  she  spake ; 

His  wrath  began  to  flame  with  burnings  wrong ! 
He  gave  command  to  quest  the  knave’s  retreat. 

To  bind  his  arms  and  limbs  with  felon’s  thong 
And  culprit  drag  before  the  judgment  seat. 

In  vain  the  Hebrew  plead :  “Her  charge  is  false ! 

Most  faithful  have  I  borne  my  bondage  load; 

I  harmed  no  hair  upon  Zelikah’s  brow ! 

I  broke  no  law  in  Egypt’s  moral  code ; 

No  wrong  I’ve  done — by  God  above  I  vow!” 

“Thy  felon’s  act” — thus  spake  the  potent  Judge: 

“Belies  the  oath  that  thou  to  Rah  has  sworn; 
The  guiltless  flesh  would  have  no  cause  to  flee — 
Besides,  the  garb  from  off  thy  shoulders  torn. 
Doth  give  the  slave  not  one  convincing  plea. 


1’ Genesis  XXXIX,  17. 
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But  for  thy  bondage  clean  when  erst  thou  earnest ; 

The  Ma^®  would  take  from  thee  thy  life  of  lust. 
The  court  its  mercy  lends  for  thy  great  wrong; 
Henceforth,  thou  slave,  shall  eat  a  convict’s 
crust — 

Away  with  culprit !  to  the  prison  strong.” 

Thus  God  in  silence  shapes  our  destiny, 

Our  shadows  dark  are  lighted  with  His  beams ; 
While  lips  were  sealed  the  pris’ner  to  condone. 
The  Fates  began  to  build  their  path  of  dreams ; 
Which  led  from  cell  to  Pharaoh’s  mighty  throne. 


The  Goddess  of  Truth  and  Justice. 


[95] 


ETIQUETTE 


ILL  mannered  men  draw  no  respect 
Among  the  cults  we  call  select 
They  look  for  better  breeding; 

Be  sure  your  hands  are  manicured — 
The  untrimmed  nails  are  not  endured 
’Tis  polish  you  are  needing. 

The  noisy  talks  are  out  of  place — 
The  softer  tones  lend  sweeter  grace 
When  people  are  conversing; 

Avoid  display — the  taste  is  low 
To  flash  your  gems  where  e’er  you  go ; 
Such  ills  require  much  nursing. 

Endure  with  patience  others  fault 
’Tis  charity  sometimes  to  halt — 

Tho  breach  may  be  intensive; 

When  dining  out  observe  their  way — 
See  how  they  eat  and  how  they  play 
You  can’t  be  then  offensive. 

Tuxedo  coats,  thou  guilded  ass! 

Will  never  hide  your  rank  nor  class — 
If  shy  of  mental  polish; 

Ye  unrefined  in  rich  attire 
The  upper  class  do  not  admire, 

Their  dreams  they  will  demolish. 

Meek  modesty  without  self  praise 
Are  winning  cards  in  many  ways 
By  cults  of  understanding; 


Don’t  interrupt  the  speaker  pray! 

Wait  ’till  he’s  through  then  have  your  say 
’Twill  give  you  safer  landing. 

Lend  listening  ear  when  others  sing 
Tho  song  be  void  of  pleasing  ring — 
’Twill  make  you  more  endearing; 

Be  gentle  to  the  lower  rank, 

Let  heart  and  tongue  to  friends  be  frank 
Give  soul  oppressed  a  hearing. 
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PEDIGREE 


OFIE,  thou  Jew!  0  fie  on  thee! 

Thou  who  thy  blood  denies, 

Thou  who  canst  boast  of  pedigree, 

The  proudest  ’neath  our  skies. 

No  King  nor  Queen  of  modern  sway 
Can  their  long  lineage  trace. 

To  sires  that  ruled  in  Judian  day 
As  did  thy  scattered  race. 

Thou  need  not  blush  for  thy  high  caste. 
Thy  blood  were  sovereigns  great. 
When  Europe  groped  in  darkness  vast 
Ere  Rome  had  Potentate. 

Thy  tribes  were  garbed  in  purple  robe 
When  Russia  donned  her  pelt; 

Thy  Psalms  were  sung  on  whirling  globe 
When  Franks  at  Ikons  knelt. 

Ere  Christ  or  crusade  took  its  form. 

Thy  sires  their  scepter  swayed; 

Ere  Briton’s  chief  on  earth  was  born 
Thy  Kings  in  temple  prayed. 

Then  proudly  wear  thy  badge  of  rank. 
Thy  tribal  badge  of  old. 

When  glory  danced  on  Jordan’s  bank 
And  built  its  fane  of  gold. 

When  Zion  had  her  peaceful  reign. 

And  Israel  had  no  foe; 

When  wealth  rolled  in  on  camel’s  train. 
Three  thousand  years  ago. 
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SABBATH  REST 


More  sweet  than  other  days,  is  Sabbath’s  rest! 

When  hands  are  fagged  from  labor’s  strain; 
In  thoughts  I  see  the  candles  mother  blessed, 

The  family  all  gowned  in  garments  best. 

While  father  sang  Sabbath’s  refrain. 

What  peace  and  pleasure  brought  this  welcome 
guest? 

The  table  with  cover  so  white; 

The  bread  and  wine  that  sainted  father  blessed  1 
On  Sabbath  eve,  the  sweet  Sabbath  of  rest ! 

A  coming  home  from  Shool  that  night. 

Most  dear  of  all  the  scenes  of  yesterday! 

Was  Sabbath,  sweet  Sabbath  of  rest! 

Relieved  of  Chader — not  a  verse  to  say; 

The  shabbes  Goya,  bringing  in  a  tray — 

With  kugel  every  boy  likes  best. 

How  plain  and  pious!  was  our  cozy  home. 

Most  cheerful  was  our  little  nest! 

No  wanderlust  had  we  o’er  earth  to  roam! 

The  faith  of  Israel  was  our  highest  dome; 

Our  spirit  with  a  peace  was  blessed. 

Alas !  the  trend  has  changed !  we  toil  that  day ; 

Ne’er  more  we  take  the  Sabbath  to  rest! 

We  seldom  go  to  Shool — no  time  to  pray! 

So  very  busy  trying  to  make  hay; 

New  foibles  modern  paths  infest. 
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We  bend  to  golden  calf  as  sires  of  yore, 

All  hearts  for  its  ore  are  in  quest ; 

’Tis  found  in  banks,  in  factories  and  store ; 
You’ll  find  its  worshippers  at  every  shore — 
Few  men  this  glinting  god  detest. 

And  yet,  this  golden  calf  we’ve  but  a  while. 
Our  day  must  soon  sink  in  the  west. 

Ere  long  we’ll  part  with  vanities  and  style ! 
The  passing  pomp,  with  all  its  dazzling  pile — 
And  take  our  long  Sabbath  of  rest. 
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OUR  HEART  SONG 


Hast  thou  e’er  heard  Kolnidri 
Upon  the  cello  played? 

It  holds  old  Israel’s  heart  sigh 
When  he  by  foes  were  flayed. 

Hast  thou  e’er  heard  this  melody 
When  Jews  were  sorely  tried? 

When  Chazzen  moans  the  misery 
Of  Jews  they  crucifled. 

On  Kippur  eve,  oh,  come  and  hear! 
This  soulful  song  of  songs ; 

That  moves  the  heart  to  drop  a  tear. 
While  thought  recalls  the  wrongs. 


’Tis  Israel’s  great  and  solemn  scene 
And  freighted  with  deep  fear; 
Imploring  God  their  lives  to  screen. 
To  bless  them  this  New  Year. 


NEILAH 


The  sun  is  sinking  in  the  West, 

The  Neilah  chant  begins. 

The  sigh  is  lifted  from  the  breast. 

Our  sins  to  God  we  have  confessed; 

This  hour  sweet  mercy  brings. 

From  grog  and  gob  we  have  abstained. 
We’ve  fasted  all  the  day ! 

Our  sob  the  tear  from  soul  has  drained. 

Thy  pardon  Lord  we  have  obtained, 

When  lips  began  to  pray. 

With  conscience  clear  we  go  from  hence. 
Repentance  washed  our  soul! 

The  pleading  tear  was  our  defence. 

That  hewed  the  path  so  dark  and  dense. 
Which  paid  the  sinner’s  toll. 

Long  hours  we’ve  stood — a  task  that  tired. 
To  pray.  Oh,  Lord  to  Thee  1 
Thy  solemn  song  our  ardor  fired. 

Thy  holy  writ  our  souls  inspired. 

With  Thy  eternity. 
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RESTORATION 


OH,  Israel  thou  my  refuge! 

Since  Titus  trudged  thee  on  to  Rome; 
With  not  a  breath  of  liberty! 

On  shifting  sands  oft  stood  thy  home. 

Few  nations  lent  thee  tolerance, 

Less  thou  oppressive  taxes  paid; 

With  battered  shield  and  broken  lance. 

Thou  fought  thy  way  in  marts  of  trade. 

But  now,  thank  God!  we  see  beyond 
The  peeping  dawn  of  freedom’s  birth; 

No  more  is  Jew  the  vagabond. 

Decreed  to  wander  over  earth. 

The  Ghetto  old  has  been  destroyed. 

The  hooting  hate  is  heard  no  more; 

The  English  guns  are  now  employed. 

To  wring  from  Turk  the  land  of  yore. 

The  promised  land  where  Temple  stood. 
Where  Abraham  his  God  proclaimed; 

The  spirit  of  one  fatherhood — 

“Eternal!”  he  Jehovah  named. 

Now  tidings  come  the  British  won 
Jerusalem,  earth’s  sacred  place; 

Where  Jew  and  Christian  creeds  begun; 
Whose  Jordan  holds  the  cup  of  grace. 

Two  thousand  years  the  Jews  have  wailed. 
For  homeland  lost,  at  weeping  wall; 


To  harbors  strange  their  exiled  sailed, 

To  lift  from  heart  the  night  of  thrall. 

But  now  the  Lord  sent  His  Redeemer, 

A  modern  Cyrus  came  to  earth; 

A  British  son  who  wakes  the  dreamer. 

From  his  long  sleep  for  a  rebirth. 

Where  Jew  will  have  his  flag  and  wave  it 
O’er  Zion  hills,  without  restrain; 

His  heritage  from  house  of  David, 

To  chant  his  psalms  in  peace  again 
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THERE  IS  A  GOD 


OTELL  me  not  there  is  no  God! 

Thou  puny  pigmy  of  this  earth. 
The  seed  that’s  stored  in  blossom’s  pod 
Perpetuates  its  own  rebirth. 

The  countless  planets  in  their  speed, 

The  love  that  prompts  all  things  to  breed ; 
Doth  tell  there  is  a  God  indeed ! 

There  is  a  God — the  first  great  cause. 
That  sway  the  spheres  in  endless  space ; 
Who  never  sleeps — who  has  no  pause. 
Whose  occult  work  no  mind  can  trace. 

The  sun  that  warms  the  earth  and  sea. 
The  spring  that  wakes  the  sapless  tree. 
Doth  teach  of  God’s  eternity! 

There  is  a  God,  I’ve  learned  to  know. 

That  rules  the  ages  as  they  pass; 

Who  shapes  all  life  on  globe  below. 

To  pass  away  like  withered  grass. 

The  clouds  that  quench  the  thirsty  sod. 
Creation  decked  in  colors  odd; 

Convinces  man  there  is  a  God! 

There  is  a  God  in  lightning’s  flash. 

In  billows  moan  upon  the  deep. 

In  storms  that  through  the  forest  crash; 
In  night  that  brings  the  hush  of  sleep. 


The  hand  that  tints  the  butterfly, 

The  dawn  that  peeps  through  curtain’s  sky; 
Doth  manifest  a  God  on  high! 

The  ocean  life  with  glinting  scale, 

The  various  flavors  in  our  fruit; 

The  blossom’s  breath  that  we  inhale — 
What  man  such  marvel  can  refute? 

His  ways  so  little  understood — 

That  tells  the  bees  to  store  their  food ; 

Must  come  from  one  divinely  good ! 

There  is  a  God  in  twilights  glow, 

When  sunset  tints  the  distant  west ; 

Who  mantles  earth  in  virgin  snow. 

And  teaches  birds  to  build  their  nest. 

The  streams  that  gurgle  their  refrain 
As  on  they  sweep  their  flow  to  drain. 

By  God’s  behest  will  rise  again! 

There  is  a  God  in  belching  tides. 

In  quakes  that  rends  the  earth  in  twain; 

In  tasseled  corn  the  field  provides. 

In  kine  that  battens  on  the  plain. 

The  silver  beams  from  moon  above. 

The  gift  that  guides  the  homing  dove; 

All  tell  there  is  a  God  of  love! 
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SILVER  JUBILEE 

Dedicated  to  Rahbi  Max  Samfield. 


WITH  mickle  joy,  amidst  a  thousand  cheers, 
We  hail  thy  jubilee  thou  good  pastor! 
Thou’st  been  our  guide  these  twenty-five  years ; 

And  lulled  our  moans  in  every  disaster. 

Thou’st  been  our  pride  in  sunny  Tennessee, 

The  beacon  light  of  thy  congregation ; 

With  song  we  greet  this  silver  jubilee; 

With  chaplets  crown  this  grand  occasion. 

Thou’st  taught  thy  flock  along  the  vanished  years, 
A  faith  that  sparkles  like  the  pure  crystal; 

That  stills  the  sob  in  heart  bedewed  with  tears; 
When  life  is  heavy  ladened  with  thistle. 

Thou’st  planted  deep  in  soul  our  deathless  creed. 
Confirmed  in  heart  the  gems  of  thy  morals; 

A  faith  that  to  serener  paths  do  lead; 

On  brow  we  place  these  evergreen  laurels. 

Thou  hast  “entwined”  our  husbands  and  our  wives. 
In  yesterdays  that  long — long  have  flitted; 

Ere  frosty  winter  silvered  their  young  lives ; 

Ere  smoothened  brows  with  furrows  were  knitted. 

Thou’st  stood  at  somber  grave  in  hours  of  grief. 
When  our  beloved  forever  had  vanished! 

And  tenderly  didst  thou  condolence  weave; 

Till  sorrow  to  oblivion  was  banished. 
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We  laud  thy  noble  work  to  hearts  unknown ! 

Thy  sabbath  school,  a  juvenile  blessing; 

Oh,  may’st  thou  harvest  from  the  seed  thou’st  sown. 
When  fatal  fevers  were  so  distressing. 

Esteemed  art  thou  where  sweet  magnolias  smile. 
For  thoughts  sublime  thy  sermons  have  wafted; 
And  countless  souls  of  both  Jew  and  gentile — 
Have  in  their  hearts  thy  teaching  ingrafted. 

May  time  prolong  thy  tranquil  years  of  bliss. 
Bedecked  with  garlands  thy  divine  mission ; 

And  providence  give  grace  to  thy  happiness ! 

No  storms  to  mar  thy  glorious  condition. 

Thus  glide  thou  gently  o’er  the  stream  of  time. 
With  kindred  dear  until  thy  life  closes; 

Till  keel  finds  port  in  our  celestial  clime ; 

Where  tempest  never  tatters  the  roses. 
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A  SCHONE  KAPORE 


IN  the  Ghetto  near  the  tower,  ere  a  shaven  lawn  or 
flower, 

Graced  the  garden  where  the  pipers  carol  their 
lay; 

There  then  stood  a  cottage  antique,  with  a  moss  roof 
quite  romantic. 

That  perhaps  was  built  in  chivalry’s  yesterday. 

There  the  Hebrew  I  was  learning,  by  a  taper  dimly 
burning. 

On  a  table  in  a  chamber  lofty  and  wide ; 

’Twas  the  Chader  of  Tobias,  never  was  there  one 
more  pious. 

Nor  whose  heart  of  patience  was  so  severely  tried. 

God  in  heaven  had  so  planned  it,  or  the  devil  had  so 
damned  it. 

That  Tobias  dared  not  pick  with  wife  a  bone ; 
“Zurah  leben,”  had  a  rogas,  with  the  neighbors  she 
was  brogas — 

Oft  she’d  have  a  private  lecture  of  her  own. 

Long  he’d  listen  to  the  lashing,  foaming  billows 
would  be  dashing. 

On  the  silent  cliffs  along  the  turbulent  bay; 

Ah!  the  pity  ’tis  so  vainless,  when  we  wed  a  vixen 
brainless  I 

Made  to  suffer  sheol  when  the  furies  have  their 
sway. 
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Yet  he  gave  her  all  his  earning,  for  his  heart  for 
peace  was  yearning! 

Peace  that  limped  on  crutches  with  a  suffering 
sigh; 

For  a  shrew  has  little  reason,  all  thy  logic  is  but 
treason ! 

“Thou’rt  a  loathsome  tyrant !  stingy  wretch  I”  she 
would  cry. 

What  to  Zurah,  seemed  a  horror,  was  the  chutzpah 
of  the  shnorrer. 

Uninvited  guests,  that  came  every  Friday  eve; 

Long  they’d  batten  on  her  clover,  ’till  the  Sabbath 
day  was  over, 

Snigger  like  an  azzes  punim,  salaam  and  leave. 

’Twas  the  mode  of  Jews  most  able,  to  invite  such 
guests  at  table. 

When  the  peaceful  Sabbath  came  a  tapping  at 
their  door; 

But  the  Shabbes  was  a  cholem,  poor  Tobias  had  no 
sholem  I 

“Never!”  swore  she,  “shall  I  dine  Dalphunim  any 
more!” 

Sixty  years  ago  I  knew  him,  all  the  lads  took  kindly 
to  him. 

Loved  him  for  the  tales  whose  echo  strays  back  to 
me; 

Oft  he  cited:  “Der  Geshmatter,”  or  “The  Mohel’s 
arme  quatter,” 

When  the  moon  in  Ghetto  silvered  men’s  poverty ! 
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Yea!  his  spirit  was  most  cheerful — notwithstanding 
home  was  fearful, 

Birth  had  blessed  him  with  an  apt  and  humorous 
mind; 

For  when  Zurah  ill  was  lying,  dreading,  fearing, 
she  was  dying, 

Then  to  couch  she  becked  her  spouse  and  pun- 
ingly  whined : 

“Oh,  my  darling !  oh,  my  leben !  was  f iir’n  stein  wirst 
du  mir  geben 

When  the  Malech — ha-mavis,  comes  to  take  thine 
own  ?” 

“Peace  my  Zurah,  mine’s  the  duty,  thy  Mezzeva’ll 
be  a  beauty! 

Thou  shalt  have  a  white  hen  chiseled  upon  thy 
stone !” 

“Why  a  white  hen — pray  what  sages!  wrote  such 
Din  on  sacred  pages? 

Tell  me  of  its  potent  emblem — Tobias  dear!” 

“When  the  pilgrims  (quoth  he  sighing)  wend  their 
steps  where  thou  are  lying, 

They’ll  say:  “What  a  schone  kapore  they  have 
here !” 
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THE  DYING  ISRAELITE 

Written  for  the  American  Israelite. 


SHEMA  yisroel  I’m  dying,  children  gather 
’round  my  bed; 

Listen  all  to  my  monition,  ere  the  life  within  has 
fled. 

It  has  grown  so  very  gloomy,  light  ye  please  the 
chandelier ! 

Cease  your  weeping,  dearest  children,  for  your  sobs 
I  cannot  hear! 

Gather  dearest  ones  about  me,  for  these  words  will 
be  my  last; 

Dimly  doth  the  phares  flicker  and  the  tide  is  ebbing 
fast. 

I  can  feel  the  darkness  coming,  and  the  shadows 
faintly  see; 

See  the  angel  called  Hamavis,^  who  has  come  to 
summons  me. 

Promise  me,  my  children  precious,  ye  will  keep  your 
creed  and  mine. 

Keep  the  deathless  faith  of  Israel,  which  has  stood 
the  test  of  time; 

It  has  triumphed  o’er  the  carnage,  it  beheld  the  na¬ 
tions’  doom; 

Knells  of  empires,  as  their  cortege,  slowly  wended 
to  their  tomb. 


1  “Hear,  O  Israel,”  the  confession  of  God’s  unity.  It  is  a  custom  among 
Jews  to  recite  this  when  death  is  nigh. 

2  The  angel  of  death,  according  to  legendary  lore,  appears  to  receive  the 
parting  soul. 
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Be  ye  steadfast  to  the  Torah,®  teach  its  truth  where- 
e’er  ye  can, 

Teach  it  as  the  noblest  charter  ever  given  by  God 
to  man; 

Let  it  sanctify  your  hearth-stone,  when  my  soul  has 
taken  flight. 

When  my  dust  in  silence  slumbers  through  the  long, 
eternal  night. 

Hearts  unflinching  have  upheld  it,  through  the 
stormy  days  of  yore. 

When  the  lash  of  sinful  nations  scourged  the  patient 
and  the  pure; 

And  our  standard  yet  is  steadfast,  tho  each  flerce 
and  hostile  race 

Sought  its  beauty  to  deflower  and  its  glory  to  deface. 

Have  compassion  on  the  needy,  turn  no  beggar  from 
your  door! 

Wealth  of  mortal  shines  the  brighter,  when  one 
shares  it  with  the  poor. 

Now,  my  children,  take  my  blessing  ere  the  chiding 
loving  hand. 

Seals  my  pale  lips  with  the  silence  of  a  brighter, 
better  land. 

One  thing  more,  my  sons,  remember,  burn  ye  Yahr- 
zeit  for  the  dead;^ 

Say  ye  kaddish®  at  the  Temple,  for  the  loved  one  that 
has  fled. 


®  Book  of  the  law — Pentateuch. 

*  A  memorial  light  for  the  dead. 
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Tho  your  eyes  may  not  behold  me,  when  the  sacred 
words  ye  say; 

Near  ye  will  my  spirit  hover,  when  ye  think  it  far 
away! 

May  El  Shaddai’s®  face  shine  on  you,  bless  your 
hearts  forever  more ! 

Till  life’s  mission  here  is  ended  and  ye  cross  the 
mystic  shore; 

Still  thy  sobs,  my  loving  Esther,  children  dearest  do 
not  weep! 

’Tis  a  draught  that  must  be  taken,  ere  we  pass  to 
endless  sleep. 

Fare  ye  well,  my  darling  Esther!  thou  has  been  a 
faithful  wife; 

Fare  ye  well,  companions  earthly,  ye  who  loved  me 
all  through  life! 

Fare  ye  well — my  children — precious ;”  and  the 
spirit  passed  away 

To  the  land  of  ghostly  silence,  where  shall  dawn  the 
judgment  day. 


®  A  prayer  in  remembrance  of  the  departed. 
“  One  of  the  many  names  of  Almighty  God. 
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PURIM 


I’M  Israel’s  mirth  o’er  all  the  earth! 

My  soul  is  filled  with  glory; 

My  cap  and  bells  my  bosom  swells  1 
With  joy  I  tell  my  story. 

With  heart  of  cheer  I  wend  to  hear, 

The  chant  of  the  megillah; 

My  gifts  I  send  to  needy  friend, 

And  join  the  throng  most  silly! 

An  open  door  invites  the  poor. 

To  Hebrew  hearth  and  palace; 

Where  Judith’s  smiles  my  heart  beguiles! 
To  quaff  from  vinous  chalice. 

In  masquerade  I  promenade. 

Where  monk  my  heart  has  taken; 
Whose  roguish  eyes  he  can’t  disguise ! 
That  tells  I  was  mistaken. 

My  spleen  he  miffed  thus  on  I  shift 
To  dance  with  old  Polonius; 

Whose  clumsy  step  I  did  regret! 

Thus  drop  him  for  Antonius. 

Then  on  I  flee  to  chivalry. 

To  dance  with  “Don  Quixote;” 

A  knight  of  Spain  whom  I  disdain, 

A  self-conceited  “Shota!” 

Then  stand  amazed  when  mask  is  raised. 
The  monk  of  my  displeasure ; 

Who  made  me  mad  is  my  old  Dad, 

The  dearest  human  treasure ! 


REFORMED 


Written  for  The  Jewish  Review  and  Observer. 

1AM  a  modern  Jew, 

Who  has  a  cushioned  pew, 

Where  Israel  worships  Shaddai  with  uncovered 
head; 

I  list  in  fashion’s  fane 
To  classic’s  pleasing  strain; 

While  Hebrew  psalms  in  purest  English  now  are 
said. 

The  Zedra’s  song  and  pride, 

Reform  has  cast  aside; 

Nor  chant  we  matter’s  air  as  in  the  yester  year; 
Shem’  Esreh  we  don’t  ohr — 

Long  prayers  prove  a  bore ! 

Besides  I  doubt  if  God  would  lend  a  listening  ear. 

The  Talleth  with  gold  lace. 

My  shoulders  no  more  grace; 

Nor  do  I  any  of  the  ancient  dogmas  keep. 

While  sermons  grand  and  odd, 

Invites  the  drowsy  god. 

Whose  silent  bark  oft  moors  me  to  the  isle  of  sleep. 

Our  shofer  now  is  mute. 

For  we’ve  a  substitute — 

In  cornet  clear  that’s  played  by  artist  superfine! 

I  fast  no  more — yet  pray 
On  holy  Kippur  day; 

And  oft  on  kosher  pork  and  oysters  do  I  dine. 
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Shabbes  if  I  desire, 

I  'smoke  or  light  a  fire ; 

Or  spin  my  speeding  car  to  pulsing  marts  in  town. 
No  Din  disturbs  my  ease, 

I  do  just  as  I  please — 

And  never  miss  to  help  a  neighbor  when  he’s  down. 
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GOLDEN  WEDDING  CHIMES 


To  Mr.  Harry  Cohn  and  wife,  Nov.  23,  1922. 

At  lovers  lane  in  whispers  wooing, 

Two  happy  hearts  their  thrills  were  sowing 
That  caused  this  Jubilee. 

What  gifts  of  God  in  time’s  great  treasure. 

Can  add  to  age  a  greater  pleasure 
Than  when  the  wrinkled  hands  can  measure 
Love’s  half  a  century? 

It  seldom  comes — life’s  span’s  uncertain. 

The  sunset  draws  the  evening  curtain 
And  pales  the  after-glow. 

But  God  most  kind  has  ye  befriended, 

A  scope  of  grace  He  has  extended. 

Two  loving  souls  the  Lord  has  blended ; 

Just  fifty  years  ago, 

Tho’  sparkling  orbs  have  lost  their  luster, 

Your  courting  days  still  ’round  ye  cluster 
When  hearts  had  spoony  sighs. 

Your  summer  years  had  golden  chances. 

Your  nimble  feet  whirled  through  the  dances. 

Ye  captured  Cupid  with  your  glances. 

Who  smiles  now  through  your  eyes. 

What  memories  of  vanished  faces 
Return  to  us  who  left  their  traces 
In  visions  we  oft  see ! 


[118] 


A  rabbi  who  in  marriage  blesses 
A  beauty  bride  with  golden  tresses ; 

Who  with  her  groom  their  vow  expresses 
Beneath  a  canopy. 

Your  ideal  life  was  ever  cheering, 

Ye  called  each  other  names  endearing 
That  tempted  bliss  to  stay. 

Most  kind  and  gentle — ever  tender! 

Our  “Harry  dear”  would  homage  render, 

And  dainty  nicnacs  he  would  send  her; 

Then  take  his  kiss  for  pay. 

Their  courtship  days  were  never  broken ! 
Affection  was  their  marriage  token; 

Thus  fifty  years  were  spent. 

A  loyal  love  brought  blissful  showers; 

Which  scented  all  their  days  in  flowers; 

Thus  flitted  by  their  peaceful  hours 
Till  God  crowned  this  event. 

In  clime  where  mock  birds  pipe  unhindered. 
Ye  proudly  reared  your  loving  kindred — 

The  jewels  of  your  years. 

To  them  your  lives  were  consecrated. 

While  later  on  they  too  were  mated, — 

Grand  children  God  for  ye  created. 

To  fill  your  hearts  with  cheers. 

Tho’  brows  be  creased  and  locks  turned  hoary, 
Your  vesper  years  are  crowned  with  glory. 
Like  moon  that  silver’s  tide. 
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Your  wedded  life  was  free  from  hitches; 
The  Lord  has  filled  your  lap  with  riches, 
To  sew  your  sails  with  golden  stitches, 

As  bark  o’er  waters  glide. 

And  now  amidst  this  evening’s  splendor. 
Congratulation  let  us  tender. 

With  wishes  most  sincere. 

And  as  life’s  journey  keeps  advancing, 
May  pleasing  thrills  in  hearts  be  dancing ; 
Each  year  bring  tidings  more  entrancing 
To  our  aged  couple  here. 

And  when  ye  leave  this  world  behind  ye. 
And  breathe  farewell  to  ties  that  bind  ye ; 

May  angels  stand  and  wait 
And  point  to  ye  as  keel  is  nearing. 

To  kindred  spirits  once  endearing; 

Your  coming  home  with  songs  a  cheering 
And  open  wide  the  gate. 
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WE  PAY  THE  PRICE 


WE  pay  the  price,  we  pay  the  price ; 

To  get  a  gob  of  freedom’s  slice, 
Stupendous  is  the  sacrifice 
That  kings  demand. 

We  pay  the  price,  an  aw-ful  price! 

They  heap  on  us  their  harsh  device — 

For  pogroms  are  not  very  nice 
In  Russian  land. 

We  pay  the  price — a  heavy  price! 

As  tho  our  deeds  were  full  of  vice. 

Our  charities  will  not  suffice — 

Tho  much  we  give. 

We  pay  the  price,  a  silent  price! 

To  keep  from  trapping  us  like  mice 
And  oft  we  give  the  tyrants  twice 
To  let  us  live. 

We  pay  the  price,  outrageous  price ! 

Their  acts  are  not  so  over  nice 
When  Jews  at  Inns  they  ostracize 
On  lame  pretence. 

We  pay  the  price — a  bitter  price! 

When  hearts  are  like  the  frozen  ice. 

And  rights  are  crushed  by  clamping  vise 
For  no  offence. 


We  pay  the  price,  a  grievous  price ! 

And  tho  we  treat  our  neighbors  nice 
By  giving  them  our  sweetest  slice — 

Tis  all  in  vain. 

We  pay  the  price — a  precious  price ! 

The  pangs  of  war  will  not  suffice; 
Ignored  is  Israel’s  sacrifice 
In  Czar’s  domain. 

We  pay  the  price — long  patience  price! 
Unlucky  is  our  throw  of  dice; 

Decrees  now  have  a  new  device 
In  tortures  fold. 

We  pay  the  price — a  painful  price! 

Oh,  when  will  cease  their  prejudice? 

And  human  hearts  in  friendship  splice — 
With  threads  of  gold! 
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WHAT  WOULD  YE  DO? 

Written  for  The  Jewish  Review  and  Observer. 

WHY  hold  ye  back  your  social  hand? 

Because  he  is  a  Jew! 

If  Christ  would  come  into  your  land, 

What  would  ye  Christians  do? 

Would  ye  bar  gate 
With  heart  of  hate — 

Or  say  “How  do  you  do?” 

Would  ye  invite  him  to  your  club — 

Or  slam  the  door  in  face? 

Would  ye  your  blessed  Saviour  snub 
As  oft  ye  do  his  race? 

With  lame  excuse 
Because  they’re  Jews 
By  God’s  eternal  grace! 

If  Christ  should  come  again  on  earth, 

Would  he  be  glorified 
As  son  supreme  of  marvel  birth 
Or  homage  him  denied? 

Because  ye’d  trace 
A  Hebrew  face — 

Or  would  ye  bend  your  pride? 

If  Christ  should  stray  to  Russian  land, 

Would  Czar  to  him  bend  knee? 

Or,  of  this  lowly  Jew  demand 
His  passport  then  to  see ; 
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Since  Muscovite 
Has  barred  the  right 
To  Jewish  liberty! 

Would  ye  permit  this  faultless  Jew 
At  your  exclusive  inn? 

Or  say:  “We  have  no  room  for  you, 
Nor  for  your  Hebrew  kin !” 

Or  burn  your  ire 
In  holy  fire 

For  him  who  pardoned  sin? 
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TO  SABBATH’S  BRIDE 


OHAIL  to  thee!  thou  Sabbath’s  bride! 
Who  comes  with  face  serene ! 

Take  easy  chair, 

Thou  beauty  fair ! 

While  Israel  brushes  off  his  care 
And  sings  to  holy  queen: 

“Shalom  Alekhem,  Shalom !” 

We’ve  ceased  to  whirl  the  spinning  wheel, 
The  ox  enjoys  his  mess ; 

We’ve  donned  best  gown 
When  sun  went  down; 

On  brow  we  place  the  peaceful  crown. 
While  Sabbath  lights  we  bless ! 

“Shalom  Alekhem,  Shalom.!” 

Our  sires  and  sons  have  gone  to  Shool, 

To  join  in  Sabbath’s  hymn; 

We  chant  to  thee 
Our  melody; 

The  Sabbath  song,  “Lekha  Dodi !” 

From  heart  and  soul  within; 

“Shalom  Alekhem,  Shalom !” 

The  home  is  decked  in  virgin  white. 

Sweet  peace  at  hearth  doth  reign ; 

The  wine  and  bread 
On  board  is  spread; 

The  groans  of  toil — with  sweats  have  fled; 
We  hear  thy  sweet  refrain, 

“Shalom  Alekhem,  Shalom !” 


MOON  OF  AB 


OH,  moon  of  Ab!  oh  saddest  moon! 

Thou  who  hast  seen  my  ills, 

When  eyes  did  weep  at  Israel’s  doom. 
When  shrieks  were  on  the  hills. 

When  fire  and  sword  did  blight  my  home 
And  I  was  chained  to  thrall; 

When  Titus  dragged  me  on  to  Rome 
And  dipped  my  heart  in  gall! 

Oh,  day  of  gloom!  when  Zion  fell! 

When  foe  destroyed  my  pride 
And  made  my  life  a  living  hell ! 

In  lands  where  I  did  bide. 

When  I  was  cast  on  hostile  shore. 

With  naught  a  tent  nor  shield ! 

When  barred  to  me  was  mercy’s  door, 

In  pagan  home  and  field! 

Yet  heart  oppressed  my  hope  was  strong! 

As  exiled  earth  I  trod; 

And  kissed  the  hand  that  did  me  wrong. 
That  piled  on  me  the  rod ! 

For  naught  can  dim  my  faith  the  least! 

’Tis  done  for  human  best ; 

Like  clouds  that  shift  from  showered  east. 
To  quench  the  parching  west. 
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THE  SIGH  OF  AN  ORTHODOX 


OH!  well  do  1  recall  my  boyhood’s  creed! 

Our  orthodox  minhag  of  old ; 

When  I  was  taught  the  sacred  scroll  to  read, 

The  sefer  with  its  shield  of  gold. 

When  devotees  gave  thanks  in  rhythm  and  rhyme, 
And  hooded  in  the  shool  their  head; 

When  psalms  were  chanted  in  cadence  sublime! 
No  shikses  the  “shemang”  then  said. 

When  sacred  mezuzah  yet  graced  our  door. 

And  Judean  customs  were  observed; 

Our  meals  as  kosher  as  shells  on  the  shore. 

When  swine  in  Hebrew  homes  wasn’t  served. 

When  tapers  on  the  Shabbos  beamed  most  bright ! 

The  lights  my  mother  used  to  bless ; 

And  Dad  made  kiddush  every  Friday  night. 
Imbued  with  tender  holiness. 

These  scenes  have  flitted  with  our  yester  youth ! 

No  Sukkah  decked  in  palms  is  mine! 

The  autumn  sukkah — Israel’s  little  booth ; 

Where  gathered  our  dear  ones  to  dine. 

The  tall  Yom  Kippur  candles  matrons  made; 

In  memory  of  loved  ones  dead ! 

They  too  have  vanished  with  the  tributes  paid. 

To  shades  that  long  ago  have  fled ! 

So  have  the  chants — the  Chazan’s  plaintive  song! 
Kol-Nidre  moans  that  Israel  swayed; 
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Forgiving  brothers  who  have  done  us  wrong! 
And  to  the  penniless  gave  aid. 

Much  altered  seems  the  Purim’s  gleeful  face! 

Megillahs  now  are  out  of  date; 

The  schlachmones  has  lost  its  gen’rous  grace ; 

No  maskers  come  within  our  gate ! 

The  olden  Seder  scenes  of  yester  years 
Have  vanished  with  the  sacred  din; 

Oft  opened  I  the  door  with  boyish  fears 
To  let  Elijah  Novi  in. 

Forever  these  ideals  have  taken  wing! 

Our  prayers  now,  alas,  are  few! 

A  Christian  choir  our  sacred  songs  now  sing; 
While  naught  is  left  for  us  to  do ! 

The  modern  thought  is  withering  the  creed; 

To  cast  the  Sabbath  day  aside! 

To  Israel’s  dogma  they  no  more  pay  heed ; 
Disfigured  stands  our  holy  pride! 

Alas!  some  rabbis  do  just  as  they  please; 

And  seldom  heed  what  elders  say. 

In  June  close  Shool — ^then  off  for  ocean’s  breeze; 
Thus  drifts  the  Judean  bark  away! 
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KADDISH 


OH,  holy  kaddish,  thou  whose  whispers  say: 
God  willed  it  so! 

I  come  to  thee  for  thy  consoling  balm, 

Oh,  bring  to  heart  bereft  its  soothing  calm. 

Oh,  shield  the  mourner  frail — oh,  lend  thy  arm ! 
In  hours  of  woe. 

For  vacant  is  the  chair  wherein  he  sat — 

My  precious  one! 

His  beaming  smiles  on  earth  no  more  I’ll  see! 
Oh,  Lord  of  Hosts  and  all  eternity! 

Oh,  give  me  strength  to  bear  my  misery ! 

Thy  will  be  done ! 

’Tis  hard  to  bear  the  sorrows  of  my  soul ! 

But  God  knows  best! 

He  sends  to  me  a  message  with  His  dove. 

On  wings  of  peace  it  comes  from  him  above 
And  softly  breathes :  “Oh,  hush  thy  sobs  my  love ! 
I’m  with  the  blessed.” 
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OLDEN-TIME  KOL  NIDRE 


OF  all  the  sacred  scenes  in  yester  years, 

Kol  Nidre  eve  was  Israel’s  solemn  sight! 

We  went  to  Shool  with  conscience  draped  in  fears, 
The  Chazan’s  chant  oft  moved  the  heart  to  tears. 
While  sires  were  girdled  in  their  shroud  that  night. 

With  reverence  devout  and  soul  oppressed! 

Our  shemonesreh  was  whispered  in  sighs ; 

With  swaying  forms  we  unburdened  our  breast. 

We  prayed  for  pardon  with  all  zeal  and  zest! 
Imploring  the  El  Shaddai  with  our  cries ! 

We  stood  and  prayed  and  fasted  to  atone. 

For  our  transgression  through  the  tempting  year; 
We  smote  our  breast — confessing  with  a  moan. 

We  lit  our  tapers  for  the  loved  ones  flown! 

While  mem’ry  dropped  on  prayer  book  a  tear. 

A  tear  for  souls  that  fled  to  realms  unknown ! 

A  sob  from  heart  that  God  our  sick  may  spare ; 

A  silent  plea  that  He  our  sins  condone, 

A  wail  for  boy  in  friendless  lands  alone ! 

A  human  cry,  “Oh,  Father,  lift  our  care!” 

And  leaving  holy  house  with  hearts  more  strong. 
We  felt  our  long  devotion  reached  the  throne; 

We  greeted  “good  yomtov !”  to  friends  in  the  throng. 
Forgave  the  brother  who  did  us  wrong. 

As  we  returned  with  lighter  hearts  at  home. 
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WHEN  GOD  HIS  LANTERN  LIT 


“And  Jehovah  went  before  them  by  day  in  a  pillar  of  cloud, 
to  lead  them  the  way  and  by  night  in  a  pillar  of  fire  to  give 
them  light” — Exodus  13th  chap.,  17th  verse. 

GO  hasten  thou  my  daughter  dear!  and  kasher 
every  dish, 

While  I  prepare  the  raisin  wine  and  stew  the  string 
of  fish. 

And  Esther  place  the  butter  cups  in  yonder  china 
vase, 

And  set  it  on  the  festive  board  our  Seder  night  to 
grace. 

For  Pesach  is  adrawing  nigh  and  long  it  comes  to 
stay; 

That  tells  when  God  His  lantern  lit,  to  brighten 
Israel’s  way. 

The  Shochet,  ah!  came  rather  late,  to  kill  the  fat¬ 
tened  geese, 

It  takes  some  time  to  rend  the  fowl,  to  have  a  little 
grease. 

The  shikza  too  sent  word  she’s  ill,  “it  never  rains 
but  pours!” 

So  daughter  dear  you’ll  have  the  task  to  sweep  up 
all  the  fioors. 

No  time  have  we  to  lose  my  child — we  can’t  prolong 
the  day; 

No  Joshua  is  in  the  town  to  bid  the  sun  to  stay. 
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Naomi  dear  thou  canst  begin,  the  Seder  board  to 
deck, 

Have  flagon  filled  with  raisin  wine,  the  cloth  with¬ 
out  a  speck. 

And  don’t  forget  the  paschal  bone,  an  emblem  of 
our  flight. 

When  Jews  in  haste  dark  Egypt  left,  when  God  re¬ 
vealed  His  might. 

Have  matzos,  moror  and  the  egg  with  ch’roses  on 
the  tray; 

The  signs  when  God  His  lantern  lit  to  brighten 
Israel’s  way. 

And  please  do  tuck  the  napkins  white — between  each 
matzo  here. 

Then  polish  up  the  candlesticks,  also  the  chandelier. 

Have  goblets  nigh  at  every  plate,  to  quaff  to  free¬ 
dom  won. 

The  night  when  God  our  shackles  broke,  when  thral¬ 
dom’s  day  was  done. 

And  place  Hagadahs  here  and  there,  the  book  that 
cites  the  day 

When  God,  our  Lord,  the  lantern  lit  to  guide  us  on 
our  way. 

The  home  is  cleansed  of  leaven  bread — no  crumb  of 
chometz  near. 

The  curtain  new  set  off  the  room  and  add  a  bit  of 
cheer. 

And  Dad  I  know  will  be  surprised  to  hear  the  chim¬ 
ing  clock. 
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That  I  have  bought  at  bargain’s  sale,  instead  the 
fancy  frock. 

I  have  not  fully  paid  the  bill — but  hope  I  will  some 
day; 

When  God  will  let  his  lantern  shine,  to  brighten 
Daddy’s  way. 

I’m  told  good  Dad  will  bring  from  Shool,  two  stran¬ 
gers  here  to  dine. 

They  are  young  men — and  who  can  tell?  so  primp 
yourselves  up  fine. 

One  is,  they  say,  a  chochem  bright,  he’s  handsome 
too — but  poor! 

The  other  is  a  Chammorkopf — yet  has  he  gold  ga¬ 
lore  ! 

So  who  can  say  what  chance  may  do — what  card  the 
fates  may  play! 

’Tis  God  that  holds  the  lantern  high,  to  guide  us  on 
the  way. 

I’ll  set  Naomi  next  to  one,  to  try  to  entertain 

The  chammorkopf  who  has  the  wealth — but  lacks 
the  keener  brain. 

While  Esther  darts  her  beauty  eyes,  on  chap  so  very 
smart. 

And  both  can  try  their  blandishments  to  win  a 
lover’s  heart. 

It  all  depends  on  cupid’s  trick — the  trumps  the 
lasses  play; 

That  light  the  lantern  in  the  sky  and  wins  one’s 
wedding  day. 
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ECHOES  OF  THE  PAST 


SPEAK  thou  not,  my  son,  of  toiling  in  our  big 
department  store; 

For  thy  lot,  my  boy,  is  easy— measured  by  my  job 
of  yore. 

O’er  the  hills  thy  Daddy  wandered — labored  hard  a 
coin  to  earn ! 

In  the  wilds  of  sunny  Dixie,  with  a  loshen  hard  to 
learn. 

Then  thy  Dad  was  young  and  active — only  lucre  did 
he  lack ; 

As  he  trudged  the  sylvan  highway,  with  a  pack  upon 
his  back. 

Twas  along  the  dawn  of  sixty — just  a-fore  war  had 
begun ; 

Ere  we  blazed  away  at  Yankees,  at  the  battle  of 
Bull  Run. 

And  I  fought  from  start  to  finish,  with  a  ball  that 
grazed  my  head; 

To  remind  me  of  old  Shiloh,  when  my  comrades 
thought  me  dead. 

But  the  bullet  only  stunned  me,  soon  again  was  up 
and  well! 

With  a  bandaged  head  I  fought  them,  joining  in  the 
rebel  yell. 

When  the  strife  of  war  was  over — naught  to  wear 
but  my  old  gray; 

I  began  to  work  for  others,  for  the  poorest  kind  of 
pay. 
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Yet  by  stint  and  steady  labor  managed  I  to  make  a 
start, 

Saved  to  start  a  little  shanty,  where  once  hummed 
the  city’s  mart. 

There  I  first  beheld  thy  mother,  like  an  angel  from 
the  skies! 

And  the  splendor  of  her  dowry  were  the  jewels  of 
her  eyes. 

She  adored  her  home  and  children,  Israel’s  faith 
her  saving  grace! 

Then  card  parties  on  the  Sabbath  seemed  a  thing 
much  out  of  place. 

There  the  viands  were  all  kosher — never  cooked  a 
t’refe  dish, 

Friday  eve  she’d  bensch  her  tapers,  after  she  had 
stewed  her  fish; 

There  the  cloth  was  white  and  spotless,  clean  as 
heart  within  her  breast. 

Not  a  warbling  bird  in  forest,  felt  more  happy  in 
its  nest. 

Then  we  knew  not  fashion’s  foibles,  nor  of  cars  that 
run  today; 

For  the  rich  would  walk  to  temple,  tho  the  Shool 
was  far  away! 

Then  the  Strietzel  graced  the  table,  with  the  wine- 
cup  by  its  side; 

And  our  hearts  the  welcome  chanted,  to  the  peaceful 
Sabbath-bride. 
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Pesach  eve,  beneath  the  napkins,  she  would  tuck  the 
paschal  bone; 

With  the  matzos  (three  in  number)  on  a  silvered 
plate  that  shone ; 

There  would  stand  the  koss  and  flagon,  croses,  moror, 
roasted  egg; 

All  adorned  the  festive  seder — naught  was  there  of 
joy  to  beg. 

Thus  the  moons  of  marriage  flitted,  in  the  loft  above 
the  store; 

There  I  sang  thee  into  slumber,  while  thy  mother 
scrubbed  the  floor. 

Often  when  the  lambs  were  folded,  she  would  to  her 
pastime  bend ; 

And  in  silence  darn  the  stockings,  or  a  tattered  gar¬ 
ment  mend. 

Ne’er  beheld  she  this  home  finished,  oh,  the  years 
I’ve  dwelt  alone! 

Only  winds  come  down  the  hearth-stone.  Daddy’s 
sorrow  to  bemoan. 

Posie,  then  was  but  a  baby,  when  her  mother’s  soul 
took  wing; 

Now  she  dwells  in  modern  mansion,  in  a  palace  fit 
for  king. 

Glad  she  has  her  mother’s  spirit,  keeps  her  every 
fast  and  feast; 

Oft  devotes  her  time  to  slumming,  in  the  Ghettoes 
of  the  east; 
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Where  she  tries  to  lift  her  people  from  the  fogs  that 
thwart  their  way; 

That  shall  lead  them  into  sunshine,  to  a  clearer, 
brighter  day. 

Thou  my  son  shouldst  never  murmur,  great  tho  be 
thy  task  in  store; 

That  a  square  in  city  covers,  feeds  a  thousand  lives 
or  more. 

Let  us  thank  the  Lord  Jehovah,  for  the  blessings 
we  enjoy; 

Making  people’s  burden  lighter — aiding  souls  that 
we  employ. 
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THE  DYING  SHAME 

Written  for  the  Jewish  Spectator. 

(In  1873,  when  the  yellow  fever  was  hurling  thousands  of 
souls  into  eternity,  a  beautiful  woman  who  went  by  the  name 
of  Frances  Livingston,  who  had  led  a  life  of  shame,  was 
dying  of  this  fatal  disease  in  one  of  the  houses  of  ill-fame 
in  Memphis. 

She  was  of  Jewish  birth,  and  on  her  death-bed  sent  for 
Rabbi  Samfield  and  Mr.  A.  E.  Frankland,  asking  these  men 
to  bury  her  in  the  Hebrew  cemetery  and  to  divide  her  world¬ 
ly  goods  among  the  Jewish  orphans. 

Barely  had  these  gentlemen  promised  to  carry  out  her 
request,  than  her  eyes  closed  in  death  and  she  was  buried 
on  consecrated  ground,  amid  the  many  who  fell  victims  in 
the  epidemic.) 

SO  glad.  Oh  Doctor,  you  have  come ! 

I  am,  and  happy,  too ; 

My  hours,  I  fear, 

Are  numbered  here, 

My  moments  short  and  few; 

I  feared  you’d  never  come.  Doctor, 

As  hours  had  ticked  away! 

I’ve  waited  since  the  break  of  morn 
My  dying  words  to  say. 

The  boon  I’ve  sent  to  ask  of  you. 

When  heart  has  gone  to  sleep; 

Is  but  a  mound 
On  hallowed  ground. 

Where  mourners  come  to  weep  I 
’Tis  true  I  lived  a  life  of  shame. 

Where  vice  its  thistles  sow ; 

But  man  made  me  what  I  am. 

In  days  of  long  ago ! 
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It  is  the  same,  sad  old  story! 

Its  tempting  love  and  sin; 

One  day  did  trust 
To  brutal  lust 
Without  a  wedding  ring! 

Remorse  and  tears  then  followed  on — 
The  wrong  I  long  forgave, 

Whose  honeyed  words  beguiled  me  on — 
To  fill  a  harlot’s  grave! 

Too  brief’s  the  hour  to  cite  the  woe ! 

Of  days  now  nevermore! 

The  keel  of  death 
Awaits  its  breath 
To  glide  it  o’er  the  shore. 

In  yonder  chest  you’ll  find  trinkets, 

I’ve  worn  in  girlhood’s  day; 

They  are  the  tokens  e’er  hallowed 
From  kindred  far  away! 

Go  take  the  gems  I  prized  dearly! 

In  gladsome  days  of  yore. 

And  give  them  all 
To  orphans  small; 

I  shall  need  them  ne’er  more! 

I  little  dreamed  when  these  tokens 
Were  tendered  by  ones  dear! 

That  I  would  die  thus — forsaken — 

No  friend  to  shed  a  tear! 
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’Tis  true,  I’ve  led  a  life  of  sin, 

To  higher  morals  blind; 

The  Jewish  creed 
Has  dwelt  indeed. 

In  this  poor  heart  and  mind. 

So,  Doctor,  pray,  oh,  please  grant  me ! 

When  shadows  westward  creep. 

Oh,  let  me  rest  ’midst  my  people! 

Oh,  lay  me  there  to  sleep  I 

In  yonder  chest  are  blurred  letters 
From  home  so  far  away! 

0  say  I  sleep 
Where  willows  weep. 

In  bed  of  yellow  clay ! 

Oh,  tell  her  to  forgive — daughter! 

For  tears  I  caused  to  flow. 

For  erring  steps  I  have  taken. 

In  days  so  long  ago! 

I  thought  to  change  this  mocking  life — 
Alas!  I  paused  too  long! 

The  fever  came 
To  end  the  shame 
Of  heart  that  wended  wrong! 

But  oh.  Doctor — I  implore  thee! 

Oh,  grant  the  boon  I  crave ! 

And  shroud  me  in  white 
Like  an  Israelite; 

Say  kaddish  o’er  my  grave ! 
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The  Rabbi  pledged  ere  soul  wafted, 
To  grant  her  last  request; 

An  unmarked  mound 
In  burial  ground 
Is  where  she  lies  at  rest 
The  weeds  are  waving  o’er  her  grave, 
The  dew  of  night  its  tear; 

The  birds  are  chanting  sad  requiems, 
All  seems  forgotten  here! 
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MOISHE  COHN 


I  HAVE  gleaned  they  made  you  Rabbi,  of  the  rich 
and  fromme  Shool, 

’Midst  the  sylvan  hills  and  shadows  where  you  used 
to  go  to  school ; 

Where  your  Daddy  used  to  peddle,  ere  he  wedded 
Sarah  Salz; 

Who  did  much  to  aid  your  father,  by  her  selling 
gaenzen  schmalz. 

For  she  fattened  geese  for  Pesach,  in  a  rook-ry 
shack  in  yard. 

And  they  both  trudged  on  together,  o’er  a  rugged 
road  and  hard ; 

Then  the  stork  peeped  through  the  window,  in  their 
humble  cottage  home. 

And  in  silence  left  a  parcel,  wherein  breathed  their 
Avroom. 

And  the  youngster  (umbeshrigen !)  was  a  wonder 
from  the  start! 

For  we  watched  the  little  rascal,  as  he  won  the 
people’s  heart; 

And  the  day  of  his  ’Barmitzwah,  he  then  spoke  with 
so  much  grace. 

That  they  cheered  him  in  the  Temple,  like  some 
winner  in  a  race. 
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And  your  uncle — “rother  Mendel”  (who  did  busi¬ 
ness  in  a  tent)  ; 

Who  so  often  went  machulla,  and  who  never  paid  a 
cent, 

Gave  to  you  a  silver  ticker,  and  your  Aunt  a  praying 
shawl. 

While  your  rich  and  stingy  Tante,  never  even  came 
to  call. 

Ah !  I  know  your  whole  moshpocha,  ere  their  luchre 
gave  them  tone ; 

They  may  put  on  airs  to  strangers,  but  they  can’t 
fool  Moishe  Cohn ! 

’Tis  not  wealth  that’s  robed  in  splendor,  that  gives 
signs  from  whence  we  came ; 

’Tis  the  blood  that  course  within  us,  that  reveals 
the  noble  name. 

’Tisn’t  the  boy  that  goes  to  college,  but  the  one  to 
studies  wed. 

That  will  win  the  highest  merit,  that  will  always 
rank  ahead; 

’Tisn’t  the  shool  wherein  you’re  praying,  ’tis  the  soul 
that  prays  within ; 

That  will  soar  to  Shaddai’s  heaven  and  the  grace  of 
mercy  win. 

’Tisn’t  the  fault  of  sabbath  holy,  that  this  sacred  day 
we  break; 
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But  the  worship  of  the  dollar,  that  some  Jews  their 
creed  forsake! 

Don’t  you  change  the  golden  standard!  for  what 
seems  but  base  alloy; 

Have  a  care  in  trading  shabbes,  for  the  Sunday  of 
the  Goy! 

’Tis  not  well  to  change  our  dogmas,  nor  the  scenes 
of  childhood’s  day; 

When  our  mothers  decked  the  Yom  Tov,  when  no 
swine  was  on  the  tray. 

When  the  Dad  was  plain  and  pious,  never  thought 
to  shmad  his  name! 

From  a  Levy  into  Levit,  empty  bubbles  just  to  gain. 

Why  adore  a  pagan  fancy?  with  its  Christmas  tree 
and  Yule! 

Let  us  light  our  own  Menorah  at  the  fireside  and  the 
shool ; 

For  it  sings  the  songs  of  heroes!  of  our  valiant 
Maccabee ! 

Whose  grand  deeds  shall  live  forever!  in  all  lands 
of  liberty! 
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DADDY 

Written  for  the  B’nai  B’rith  News. 

WHEN  it  came  to  give  the  seder,  in  the  good 
old  fashioned  way, 

Not  a  man  could  touch  my  Daddy,  in  the  sweetness 
of  its  lay; 

And  he  sang  the  whole  Haggada,  as  we  quaffed  our 
koss  of  wine. 

Not  a  Chazzen  in  the  k’hilla,  could  out  do  this  Dad 
of  mine! 


When  some  mourner  wanted  minjan,  saying  kaddish 
for  the  dead. 

It  was  then  that  good  old  Daddy,  in  the  prayer 
always  led; 

And  he  cited  all  the  mah’riv,  without  glancing  in 
the  book — 

And  it  rippled  like  the  waters  that  are  running  down 
the  brook. 

But  when  Dad  should  earn  a  dollar,  all  his  plans 
would  run  amuck. 

For  he  never  had  the  hustle,  tho  he  claimed  he  had 
no  luck! 

Booba  called  him  “a  Schlemiehl,”  mother  thought 
“he  was  too  straight,” 

Fetter  said  “that  he  was  blameless,  for  he  started 
in  too  late.” 
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When  it  drifted  near  Yom  Kippur,  then  the  chants 
of  Dad  you’d  hear, 

For  they  booked  him  for  the  Neilah,  at  the  old  shool 
every  year ; 

Long  he  practiced — almost  daily,  in  the  garret’s 
noiseless  room. 

And  the  music  floated  softly,  through  the  hallway 
of  our  home. 

Sincere — pious! — was  old  Daddy;  laid  tifillen  every 
day! 

Never  thought  to  take  his  hat  oif,  when  his  prayers 
he  would  say; 

Friday  night  he’d  chant  his  kiddish  and  his  meal 
grace  never  miss! 

Ending  Sabbath  with  Habdalah,  then  my  mother  he 
would  kiss. 

Kiss  the  face  so  old  and  wrinkled!  tho’  she  were  a 
summer  bride. 

Ever  tender — ever  thoughful!  thus  they  drifted  on 
the  tide; 

Tho  he  barely  earned  a  living  in  the  little  dry  goods 
store. 

His  small  purse  was  ever  open,  to  the  schnorrer  at 
his  door. 

On  the  Pesach-arev  Yom  Tov,  ’twas  then  Daddy’s 
great  delight. 

To  invite  some  homeless  straggler  to  enjoy  our 
seder  night; 
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Every  year  he’d  deck  the  Sukkah,  with  its  needled 
boughs  of  pine, 

Where  the  moon  laughed  through  the  ceiling,  when 
we  gathered  there  to  dine. 

Oft  he  blessed  this  same  lavunah,  when  its  first 
streak  loomed  the  skies. 

While  the  black  fast  brought  its  wailing,  blended 
with  its  soulful  sighs; 

Dad  was  longing  for  the  Zion — yearning  for  the 
sacred  sod! 

Where  his  people  reigned  in  glory,  by  the  grace  of 
Jacob’s  God. 

When  the  Chanukah  a  beaming,  came  a  strolling  in 
the  land. 

Then  we  tots  would  light  the  tapers,  with  a  sham- 
mash  in  our  hand; 

While  Dad’s  heart  would  chant  the  anthem,  “Mo  o’z 
zur  je  she  o  see,” 

In  a  cadence  softer,  sweeter,  than  a  Mozart’s  sym¬ 
phony. 

We  didn’t  bide  in  stately  chateau,  built  in  Knight¬ 
hood  days  of  yore. 

Only  upstairs  in  a  frame  house,  where  poor  Daddy 
kept  his  store; 

There,  kind  mother  did  the  cooking,  free  from  chaz- 
zar-t’refe  toad. 

Where  the  dishes  all  were  kosher,  ere  reformers 
changed  the  code. 
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Now  my  sisters,  too,  live  t’refah,  in  their  mansion 
on  the  hill. 

Where  the  chickens  need  no  shochet,  where  the 
shegetz  fills  the  bill; 

They  are  members  of  a  Temple — better  known  as 
Sunday  Jews, 

Where  they  breakfast  on  Yom  Kippur,  lounge  at 
home  and  read  the  news. 

Ah,  poor  Daddy!  Ah,  poor  Mamma!  little  then  ye 
realized. 

That  the  golden  faith  ye  treasured,  would  some  day 
be  galvanized; 

Better  so,  that  ye  have  parted,  with  your  straight- 
back  yieldless  creed. 

For  in  this  advancing  era,  a  more  bending  faith 
we  need. 
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THE  COMING  OF  THE  EASTER 

Written  for  the  American  Israelite. 


WHEN  the  spring  gives  breath  to  blossom,  and 
the  March  winds  cease  to  sigh, 

When  the  cold  hand  of  the  winter  has  extended  its 
goodbye ; 

Then  the  Pesach  comes  a  striding  with  its  ancient 
law  and  lore, 

And  the  baker  bakes  the  matzo — the  unleavened 
bread  of  yore. 

When  the  gushing  drops  of  April,  come  to  bathe 
the  budding  rose. 

And  the  warblers  wing  to  forest  and  in  piping  lays 
propose; 

Then  the  wives  begin  to  kasher — every  pot  that’s 
in  the  home. 

And  the  Fathers  search  for  chometz  in  the  nooks 
of  every  room. 

When  the  violet  sweet  is  waking,  from  its  long  and 
frosty  sleep. 

And  the  golden  headed  crocus  from  the  thawing 
earth  doth  peep; 

Then  the  goose  that  long  has  fattened,  with  the 
Paschal  lamb  so  white! 

Are  the  victims  of  the  Easter  for  the  feast  on  Seder 
night. 
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When  the  woodbine  deep  in  tangle,  by  the  lips  of 
spring  is  pressed, 

And  the  linnet  shy  is  looking  where  to  build  its 
little  nest ; 

Then  the  maidens  deck  the  Seder — ere  they  don 
their  dainty  frocks, — 

While  the  mothers  press  the  juices  from  the  raisins 
in  the  crocks. 

For  the  vinous  cup  of  kiddush,  is  the  soul  of  Easter 
eve. 

As  it  lifts  the  drooping  spirit,  and  in  heart  its  cheer 
doth  leave; 

And  they  quaff  the  ruby  bumper,  while  their  lips  its 
praises  sing. 

And  they  thank  the  Great  Jehovah,  for  the  mirth 
they  find  therein. 

On  the  table  white  and  spotless,  on  a  platter — 
Seder’s  pride ! — 

They  have  tucked  the  triple  matzo,  with  the  mor’or 
by  its  side; 

With  the  paschal  bone  and  ch’roses,  with  the  baked 
egg  and  the  wine. 

Are  the  symbols  of  oppression  they  endured  in 
Pharaoh’s  time. 

And  at  Seder,  ties  of  kindred  with  hearts  happy 
reunite. 

While  the  stranger,  sad  and  lonely;  they  to  feast 
with  them  invite; 
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And  they  chant  the  old  Haggadah,  as  they  sing  of 
Israel’s  glee, 

Of  their  tribes,  emancipation,  of  the  dawn  of 
liberty ! 

And  they  feast  on  toothsome  viands,  with  the  koss 
full  to  the  brim. 

Open  door  to  Elje-Nuvah,  and  invite  the  prophet  in; 

And  they  sing  the  old  “Bim-herah,”  in  a  chorus  full 
of  tune. 

Far  more  sweet  than  birds  can  warble  in  the  early 
morn  in  June! 
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FROZEN  HEARTS 


WHY  are  Christians  hearts  so  frozen 
To  the  people  called  the  chosen, 

By  the  Lord  who  made  us  all? 

Why  this  race  with  hate  infested, 

In  all  climes  by  clans  detested. 

In  the  lands  by  mobs  molested? 

Ever  hooted  with  its  gall! 

0,  ye  cults  of  towering  steeple! 

Why  so  hostile  to  a  people 

From  whose  loins  came  grace  divine? 

’Tis  a  shame  to  quaff  from  challice 
In  the  Fane  or  princely  Palace, 

When  each  drop  but  holds  a  malice 
Towards  Israel  all  the  time. 

Why  should  ye  a  hatred  wave  them? 
When  the  Christ  on  cross  forgave  them 
In  his  moments  short  and  few ! 

In  the  gloom  when  life  was  ending. 

Ere  the  ghost  to  God  was  wending. 

He,  his  Israel  was  defending, 

Oh,  “they  know  not  what  they  do!” 

Why,  then,  are  ye  malice  screeching? 
Drifting  from  the  Master’s  teaching — 
From  the  message  of  your  God ! 

What  a  mock  is  church  and  praying! 
When  your  Christ  you’re  not  obeying. 
And  your  feet  are  slowly  straying. 

From  the  path  your  Savior  trod. 
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Ah !  the  pity  such  behavior ! 

To  the  tribe  that  gave  the  Savior, 

With  the  wisdom  of  their  school; 

Gave  to  ye  their  holy  treasure, 

Gave  to  ye  their  moral  measure. 

That  shall  leave  its  priceless  pleasure 
When  ye  heed  the  golden  rule. 

But,  alas!  the  Savior’s  token. 

At  the  vestry  now  lies  broken 
With  the  racks  of  long  ago ! 

And  no  vicar  seems  to  mend  it. 

Not  a  king  a  lift  will  lend  it. 

To  the  ash  pile  they  will  send  it  1 
Where  the  winds  of  hatred  blow. 

Have  they  faults  my  Christian  brothers 
So  have  ye  and  so  have  others — 

They  are  not  in  lands  alone! 

Ye  may  search  in  every  section. 

Not  a  soul  will  bear  inspection. 

Not  a  life  is  all  perfection — 

Let  the  sinless  cast  the  stone! 

What’s  thy  claim  for  soul’s  salvation 
When  ye  damn  the  Lord’s  creation? 
With  a  rancor  in  your  breast! 

Ye  had  better  at  shrine  kneeling. 

Offer  prayer  for  balm’s  healing. 

That  shall  soften  your  ill  feeling 
To  the  clans  ye  now  detest. 


0,  do  thaw  the  heart  that’s  frozen ! 
To  the  children  called  the  chosen, 
Do  extend  thy  friendly  hand! 

Let  us  in  tomorrow’s  labor, 

For  e’er  sheath  the  sword  and  saber 
Bear  no  hatred  to  our  neighbor! 
Tho’  he  hails  from  Pagan  land. 
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MAH  NISHTANAH 

Written  for  the  American  Israelite. 


Thou  ask’st  my  son  what  Seder  means,  what 
Pesach  doth  imply, 

It  means  the  birth  of  liberty,  the  note  of  freedom’s 
cry; 

It  means  that  we  were  Egypt’s  slaves,  oft  lashed  by 
masters  vile! 

To  help  them  build  their  Theban  tombs,  their  tem¬ 
ples  on  the  Nile. 

It  means  four  hundred  years  we  bore  the  tyrant’s 
bondage  yoke. 

Till  God  one  day  a  leader  sent,  who  for  his  people 
spoke ; 

To  proud  Meneptah,  Moses  spake,  did  wonders  with 
his  rod. 

To  prove  to  Mizraim’s  haughty  king,  his  mandates 
came  from  God. 

Yet  all  the  wonders  Moses  wrought  could  not  this 
Pharaoh  bend. 

He  would  not  set  his  vassals  free,  ’till  God  the 
plagues  did  send; 

And  not  till  Mizraim’s  first  born  died,  in  Egypt’s 
night  of  woe. 

Did  stern  Meneptah  give  consent  to  let  our  peo¬ 
ple  go. 
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Then  from  Rameses  marched  they  on,  with  hallelu¬ 
jah’s  chant, 

Yet  barely  was  the  last  plague  done  when  Pharaoh 
did  recant; 

In  haste  the  chariots  swift  he  sent,  to  stop  them  on 
their  way, 

His  forces  were  a  drawing  nigh,  their  rapid  flight 
to  stay! 

The  sea  did  roar  in  front  of  them,  the  armies  tread 
in  rear. 

Their  brighter  hope  was  on  the  wane,  their  hearts 
were  filled  with  fear ; 

Like  ocean’s  moan  they  murmured  loud,  reproached 
their  leader  brave ; 

“Why  led’st  thou  us  from  thraldom’s  life  to  free¬ 
dom’s  early  grave? 

“Why  fill  our  hearts  with  phantom  hopes?  we’ll  see 
no  promised  land! 

“They’ll  drive  us  into  yonder  sea,  we’ll  die  by 
Egypt’s  hand! 

“We’d  rather  have  a  fettered  life  than  have  no  life 
at  all! 

“Let’s  wend  our  way  to  Goshen’s  home  tho  hands 
be  tied  in  thrall!” 

Then  God  performed  His  wonder  stroke  and  chang¬ 
ed  the  mystic  tide. 

When  Moses  with  his  magic  staff  made  waters 
deep  divide; 
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On,  on  they  haste,  the  dozen  tribes,  athwart  the 
sea-bed  dry. 

While  on  their  heels  Meneptah’s  men  speed  on  with 
battle’s  cry. 

When  safe  upon  the  further  shore,  they  Yavah’s 
marvel  saw. 

The  heaving  sea  closed  on  the  foe  and  held  them  in 
its  maw; 

Nor  chariot  aye!  nor  warrior  brave  was  saved  of 
Mizraim’s  host. 

They  perished  in  the  mighty  deep,  their  dead  to 
strew  the  coast. 

Then  Mizraim  played  the  timbrel  gay  and  danced 
upon  the  strand. 

Our  merry  maids  the  “Bim’rah”  sang:  “Ho!  for 
the  promised  land!” 

The  tribes  all  gave  their  thanks  to  God,  their  hearts 
were  full  of  cheer; 

And  this  is  why  we  celebrate  the  Seder  every  year. 
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LEIB’S  LETTER 

Written  for  the  B’nai  B’rith  News. 


I’VE  been  gleaning  from  a  letter,  you  have  written 
to  the  Fetter ; 

That  you  were  forced  to  go  machulla  in  your 
town. 

That  it’s  hard  to  make  a  chajes,  when  one  has  a 
bunch  of  daijes, 

And  every  wind  doth  waft  a  whisper  “you  are 
down !” 


’Tis  a  folly  then  to  linger,  when  no  friend  will  lift 
a  finger! 

When  not  a  bit  of  mazzel  seem  to  come  your  way ; 

Where  there  is  no  Shool  nor  Chader,  not  a  Sukkah 
nor  a  Seder! 

While  here,  at  least,  the  Jew  can  have  a  holiday. 

We’ve  engaged  a  Polish  Chazzen — not  alone  that  he 
can  davven. 

But  he  can  darshen  like  the  Rav  at  Budapest; 

And  his  chants  are  so  appealing,  for  he  sings  with 
so  much  feeling! 

That  it  awakes  a  deep  devotion  in  one’s  breast. 

On  last  Friday  he  made  kiddush,  and  the  niegen 
was  that  Jiddish 

That  you  and  I  so  oft  have  heard  across  the  sea; 

When  we  had  the  old  shool  klepper  and  your  Daddy 
dealt  in  tepper; 

Athwart  the  way  just  where  the  Mickve  used 
to  be. 
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How  I  begged  my  son  to  hear  him!  but  the  Goy 
would  not  go  near  him, 

And  said  that  he  preferred  the  idea  of  reform ; 

He’s  cast  aside  his  Tefillen — never  dreams  of  saying 
tillem  1 

But  seldom  miss  to  go  to  Temple  Sunday  morn. 

At  the  Shochet  he’s  a  pickin’,  when  he  comes  to  kill 
the  chicken. 

And  vows:  “It  is  a  travesty  on  creed  I  wot;” 

I  don’t  know  this  hifalutin,  that  he  learnt  from  saint 
or  suten. 

And  dares  to  call  the  sep’rate  dishes  “Tommy 
rot !” 


Ich  hab  maure  he’s  a  drifting,  from  the  Torah  so 
uplifting ! 

And  oft  I  fear  he’d  take  a  shiksa  for  a  spouse ; 

I’ve  an  inkling  he’s  a  sinner,  for  he  takes  at  Sherry’s 
dinner — 

And  well  we  know  that  Goyim  keep  no  kosher 
house. 

I  have  lavished  all  my  earning,  to  give  Gershon  a 
good  learning. 

And  well  he  knows  each  Sedrah  in  the  sacred 
scroll ; 

Yet  he  jeers  at  din  and  Dajen  and  prefers  his  “Omar 
Khayyam,” 

And  well  thou  wist  such  maasses  will  ne’er  save 
the  soul. 
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And  I  know  of  nary  ointment,  that  will  sooth  the 
disappointment, 

To  lift  the  weight  of  care  from  off  my  troubled 
breast ! 

In  the  meantime  let’s  be  trying — success  comes  not 
with  the  sighing. 

Nor  with  the  lout  that  lags  in  pleasing  nooks  to 
rest. 

Every  venture  has  its  hustle,  naught  is  gained  with¬ 
out  a  tussle. 

All  men  must  watch  their  chances  naught  the  fates 
can  bribe! 

Come  to  New  York — ’tis  the  Goshen,  where  they 
speak  the  mamma  loshen, 

Where  heart  and  home  is  open  to  you.  Cousin  Leib. 
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ISRAEL’S  HOPE 


My  holy  hills !  my  Judean  pride ! 

That  Shaddai  to  me  gave; 

Where  Israel  fought,  where  heroes  died! 
That  Zion  they  might  save. 

Where  fragrance  breath  from  citron  land, 
Gave  blossoms  to  the  bride; 

Where  sharon’s  rose  in  beauty  grand! 
Waved  greeting  to  the  tide. 

Where  shepherds  sang  and  sages  sighed. 
And  prophets  most  sincere; 

In  burning  words  to  Israel  cried. 

Of  sorrows  that  were  near. 

When  temple  stood  in  glory  grand. 

Where  gathered  every  tribe. 

Ere  Titus  torch  with  cruel  hand 
To  ashes  turned  my  pride ! 

No  royal  crown  nor  scepter  mine; 

Neath  many  flags  I  bide; 

Tho  storms  may  frown  my  sun  will  shine. 
With  Yahweh  by  my  side! 

Nor  woteth  I  the  mystic  deep. 

Where  Judean  bark  shall  glide; 

But  God  I  know  His  watch  will  keep. 

And  Israel  safely  guide. 
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THE  COMPROMISE 

Written  for  the  Jewish  Ledger. 


?  rpWAS  at  Atlantic  City,  where  first  I  saw  my 
Jl  Yitty, 

Who  stole  my  heart  the  moment  when  we  met ; 

Her  soulful  eyes  entreating  made  Cupid  shape  our 
meeting, 

But  when  we  spooned  my  sire  was  much  upset. 

Her  Dad  was  clothing  presser  for  Mosessohn  and 
Lesser, 

While  folks  of  mine  were  in  a  higher  class; 

My  Dad  was  born  in  Prussia,  her  father  came  from 
Russia, 

Thus  in  my  wooing  I  was  dubbed  “an  ass !” 

“You’ll  be  the  jest  and  laughter  from  now  and  long 
hereafter. 

If  you  should  stoop  so  low  to  wed  a  kike ; 

0,  Lord !  ’tis  most  distressing !  you’ll  not  receive  my 
blessing. 

You  know  full  well  such  ill  breeds  I  dislike. 

You  fight  beneath  wrong  banners,  my  girl  dear  Dad 
has  manners, 

Tho  sheltered  in  a  rook’ry  neighborhood; 

She  won  first  prize  as  scholar — it  ranks  above  your 
dollar. 

You  badged  them  kikes — but  they  are  making  good. 
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Tho  often  judged  inferior,  a  change  makes  man 
superior, 

If  lands  would  give  the  Jew  an  equal  chance ; 

But  if  you  nurse  a  rancor  the  pauper  can’t  be 
banker, 

’Tis  opportunity  that  spells  advance. 

While  Yitty’s  Dad  God  fearing,  was  simple  and  en¬ 
dearing. 

Who  longed  to  see  his  child  a  good  man’s  spouse; 

Yet  whispered:  “He  eats  bacon,  his  folks  have  God 
forsaken. 

No  pious  Jews  keep  chazzer  in  their  house. 

He  never  went  to  Cheder,  his  Parents  gave  no  Seder, 

And  smokes  cigars  on  Shabbes  like  a  Goy; 

Yom  Kippur  they  ate  dinner,  oiwhai!  you’ll  wed  a 
sinner. 

Such  Godless  ways  will  give  you  little  joy.” 

But  love  in  heart  is  stronger  and  doth  endure  much 
longer, 

Than  stupid  dogmas  some  one  had  decreed; 

No  wealth,  nor  cast  or  baiting,  can  keep  young 
hearts  from  mating. 

Since  nature’s  law  must  write  the  final  deed. 

Protest  could  not  disparage,  thus  friends  arranged 
our  marriage. 

And  wedded  ’neath  a  chuppa;  like  a  Jew; 

We  bide  in  father’s  mansion,  at  meals  we  have  no 
benshen. 

Yet  pray  together  in  our  temple  pew. 
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She  is  my  greatest  treasure !  and  fills  life’s  cup  with 
pleasure, 

Our  fathers  now  their  social  game  oft  play; 

Her  Dad  won’t  join  our  K’hilla,  he  loves  his  old  time 
t’filla, 

And  deems  it  wrong  with  hatless  head  to  pray. 

With  tender  touch  she  handles  the  sacred  Sabbath 
candles, 

When  Friday  eve  comes  tapping  at  our  door; 

With  joyous  eyes  a  beaming,  she  blesses  tapers 
gleaming. 

Just  like  our  Mothers  did  in  days  of  yore. 
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CONFIRMATION 


I  AM  to  be  confirmed,  mamma,  in  Israel’s  ancient 
creed. 

They  say  the  Jewish  scroll  divine,  no  heart  should 
fail  to  read; 

It  speaks  of  sad  and  gladsome  days,  of  long  and 
vanished  years! 

Of  hostile  tribes  we  overcame,  of  trials,  aches  and 
fears. 

It  speaks  of  God’s  great  code  of  laws,  that  came  from 
Sinai’s  heights 

Amidst  the  flash  and  thunders  loud,  to  trembling 
Israelites ; 

A  decalogue  our  sires  preserved,  in  Israel’s  holy 
tent; 

Defending  it  with  martyrdom,  as  nations  came  and 
went. 

They  say  our  faith  oh,  mother,  dear !  is  pure  as  dew 
of  morn. 

That  sparkles  on  the  early  bud,  ere  heat  of  day  is 
born; 

It  speaks  of  God’s  eternal  reign,  the  God  so  good 
and  true; 

Who  teaches  robbins  how  to  pipe  and  paints  the 
violets  blue. 

I  shall  be  clad  in  white  mamma,  a  wreath  upon  my 
brow. 

My  lilies  I’ll  on  Torah  place,  then  say  my  solemn 
vow; 
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The  Shool  in  garlands  will  be  decked,  with  palms 
from  tropic’s  clime, 

Magnolias  sweet  from  southland  fair,  with  ivy  will 
entwine. 

’Twill  be  a  solemn  scene,  mamma,  the  organ’s  trem¬ 
bling  peak 

And  every  heart  in  sacred  Fane,  its  holy  touch  will 
feel; 

I’ll  come  to  you  to  bless  me,  dear!  too  sad  poor  Dad 
is  dead! 

Oh,  mamma,  dearest,  do  not  weep!  for  thoughtless 
words  I  said ! 

For  Miriam,  too,  will  be  confirmed,  and  so  will 
charming  Grace, 

Yet  neither  felt  a  mother’s  kiss,  nor  knew  their 
mamma’s  face ; 

The  angels  came  when  they  were  tots  and  took  their 
souls  away; 

To  some  far  sphere  beyond  the  skies,  where  bliss 
and  blossoms  stay. 

The  class  all  know  their  part  so  well,  the  teachers 
deem  us  bright, 

’Twill  be  a  most  inspiring  scene!  ’twill  be  a  glo¬ 
rious  sight! 

When  standing  ’midst  the  tapers  bright,  twelve 
hearts — just  twelve  in  line. 

To  voice  our  vow  unto  our  God,  before  His  holy 
shrine. 
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ON  LAYING  THE  CORNER  STONE  OF  TEMPLE 
{Corner  Montgomery  and  Poplar,  Memphis,  Tenn.) 

WITH  pride  and  exultation, 

Amidst  a  mighty  nation! 

This  corner  stone  we  lay; 

To  Israel’s  God  and  glory, 

We  come  with  sacred  story 
That  time  has  frosted  hoary. 

To  build  a  house  to  pray! 

No  Israel’s  king  to  build  it. 

No  Ophir  gold  to  guild  it! 

Nor  cedars  from  old  Tyre; 

Yet  shall  our  sacred  mission 
Surmounting  each  condition 
Achieve  at  last  fruition 
And  Brotherhood  inspire. 

In  Southland’s  balmy  Goshen, 

We’ll  breathe  our  sweet  devotion 
To  our  great  God  above! 

And  pray  no  power  ever 
Shall  freedom  from  us  sever! 

And  peace  abide  forever! 

Within  this  land  we  love. 

Where  we  can  love  our  neighbor. 

And  sheath  the  fatal  saber 
That’s  stained  with  human  gore ! 
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Give  balm  to  wound  that’s  aching, 
Console  the  heart  that’s  breaking, 
And  comfort  souls  a  quaking 
Upon  the  stormy  shore ! 

Here  prejudice  shall  vanish! 

Here  hate  and  pride  we  banish — 
That  righteousness  prevail! 

Here  see  our  errors  clearer. 

Here  hold  all  mortals  dearer! 

And  thus  to  God  draw  nearer. 

As  on  through  life  we  sail. 

Here  devotees  a  bending. 

Their  sins  will  be  repenting. 

Where  sighs  shall  pay  their  toll ! 
Here  mourners  steeped  in  sorrow. 
Shall  wend  some  dismal  morrow 
A  hope  from  God  to  borrow. 

For  some  departed  soul ! 

Here  holy  days  shall  find  us. 

Our  faith  shall  ever  bind  us. 

With  bands  of  love  sincere! 

And  when  the  present  faces, 

Have  left  their  earthly  places. 

Our  work  of  love  shall  trace  us 
To  this  grand  temple  here ! 
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SHABUETH 


SHABUETH  comes  with  festooned  brow, 
Into  our  balmy  summer  land; 

To  give  the  budding  maids  their  vow, 

Who  march  with  blossoms  in  their  hand. 

Oh,  Pentecost!  we  greet  thy  face. 

Thy  decalogue  of  human  rights! 

Which  thou  hast  given  Israel’s  race ; 

In  times  remote  from  Sinai  heights. 

Oh,  feast  of  weeks !  thou  art  most  fair ! 

In  perfumed  gown  of  roses  white; 

When  lips  to  God  their  creed  declare; 

A  faith  that  brings  its  heart  delight ! 

’Tis  confirmation’s  solemn  scene! 

When  souls  their  wreath  on  sapher  lay ; 
When  organ  peals  in  hour  serene 
And  lads  their  sacred  brocha  say. 

Then  wend  their  steps  to  kindred  dear. 
And  deeply  sob  on  mother’s  breast; 

Who  sheds  on  head  its  silent  tear ; 

Invoking  God  its  life  be  blessed. 
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THE  PROMISED  LAND 


Have  you  heard  the  tidings  glorious,  onward 
marches  none  could  stem 

That  the  British  proved  victorious — captured  old 
Jerusalem  ? 

Without  bloodshed  they  invaded,  slaying  not  a 
human  soul! 

God  alone  our  allies  aided,  asking  not  a  life  for  toll. 

Not  on  prancing  steed  and  trapping,  entered  Gen’ral 
Allenby, 

Walked  a-foot  while  hands  were  clasping,  cheering 
troops  as  they  passed  by. 

British  banners  now  are  flying,  where  the  star  and 
crescent  waved; 

Israel’s  heart  has  hushed  its  sighing.  Holy  Zion  now 
is  saved! 

Jews  and  Christians  are  rejoicing,  in  all  climes 
beneath  the  sun. 

And  their  men  are  a  voicing,  that  our  mecca  we 
have  won. 

Where  our  people  reigned  in  glory,  where  our 
prophets  lived  and  died ; 

Giving  men  their  sacred  story,  that  the  creeds  have 
verifled. 

Soon  we’ll  land  at  peaceful  mooring,  holy  sod  of 
ancient  day. 

Where  the  pious  will  come  pouring,  in  their  prom¬ 
ised  land  to  stay. 


[170] 


Israel’s  wandering  will  have  ended,  soon  the  Judean 
flag  shall  wave ; 

Sheltered  ever  and  befriended,  by  the  gallant 
Britons  brave! 
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TO  THE  BRAVE  LAD  OF  THE  MONROE 

Written  for  The  Jewish  Voice. 

Every  Jewish  heart  goes  out  in  loving  memory  and  in  admiration  for 
Ferdinand  J.  Kuehn,  the  boy  hero  of  the  “Monroe,”  in  the  recent  disaster 
with  the  “Nantucket,”  off  Norfolk.  He  was  the  wireless  operator  of  the 
former  steamer.  Here  is  the  story  of  the  noble  lad  in  _  a  few  words : 
Ferdinand  was  only  twenty  years  of  age.  He  lived  with  his  parents,  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Abraham  Kuehn,  and  his  twelve  year  old  sister,  Victoria,  at 
494  Jackson  Ave.,  Bronx,  N.  Y.  He  is  said  to  have  been  a  good  swimmer 
and  might  have  saved  himself,  but  sacrificed  his  life  for  another.  As  the 
boat  was  ^bout  to  sink  and  he  was  on  the  point  of  saving  himself  with  a 
life  preserver,  he  noticed  a  woman  in  distress,  who  appealed  to  him  to  save 
her.  Quick  as  thought  the  lad  took  off  the  life  preserver,  placed  it  about 
the  woman,  lowered  her  into  the  water,  where  she  was  rescued  by  one  of 
the  lifeboats,  and  he  himself  went  down  with  the  boat. — Beautiful  is  the 
simple  and  heartfelt  eulogy  which  the  editor  of  the  “Boston  Jewish  Advocate” 
of  last  week  pronounces  over  this  “Brave  Lad.”  It  is  indeed  a  tribute  of 
sweetest  appreciation:  “When  the  lad  stuck  to  his  wireless  apparatus  until 
its  usefulness  ceased  he  had  done  his  duty  to  the  full,  and  something 
besides.  There  was  no  blare  of  trumpets,  no  crowd  to  cheer  him  to  the 
next  act.  The  chilling  sound  of  the  lapping  of  the  rising  water  must  have 
conveyed  their  message  to  him.  But  he  did  not  hesitate.  He  passed  the 
woman  on  to  safety,  taking  off  the  lifebelt  he  was  wearing  to  ensure  her 
life.  Literally,  then,  he  gave  a  life  for  a  life  with  a  full  understanding 
of  the  cost.” 

A  YOUNGSTER  of  but  twenty  years 
On  ship  his  wireless  sent ; 

“0  haste  to  help !  we  have  our  fears, 

A  craft  the  Monroe  rent!” 

The  fog  was  dense  upon  the  deep, 

When  blind  disaster  came ; 

And  hearts  bereft  in  homes  now  weep, 

God  knows  who  is  to  blame! 

The  old  Nantucket  built  more  staunch 
Withstood  the  Monroe  stave. 

And  quick  as  flash  her  boats  did  launch. 
Distressing  hearts  to  save. 

Yet  greatest  soul  in  human  cause. 

Was  Kuehn,  in  years  yet  young; 

Whose  deed  will  echo  earth’s  applause. 

Whose  life  had  just  begun. 
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And  though  this  noble  lad  we’ve  lost, 

He  lives  in  thought  sublime ; 

Though  he  has  paid  with  life  the  cost, 

He’s  carved  a  lasting  shrine. 

No  act  in  ancient  chivalry. 

Can  boast  of  greater  deed. 

Than  she  who  quoths:  “he  died  for  me! 
Without  an  earthly  meed.” 

For  he  took  off  his  saving  belt, 

A  life  on  ship  to  save. 

His  heart  to  her  appeal  did  melt. 

Then  sank  beneath  the  wave! 

’Tis  not  the  life  that  lives  its  span 
That  shows  the  hero  great; 

But  life  that  dies  to  save  the  man. 

Then  goes  to  meet  his  fate ! 

“No  trumpet’s  blare”  his  heart  did  sway. 
Life’s  chances  were  but  few; 

To  give  this  precious  belt  away — 

Meant  death  to  him,  he  knew. 

Yet  placed  he  belt  around  her  hip, 

Then  lowered  her  in  sea; 

While  he  went  down  the  fatal  ship, 

To  his  eternity! 

In  thought  he  then  his  wireless  wrote. 

To  kindred  with  a  sigh; 

“The  Neptune  fogs  the  Monroe  smote, 

I  sink  with  her — good  bye !” 
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TO  OUR  CHAMPIONS 


OH,  Israel’s  sons  of  lib’ral  bent, 

Who  righteous  deeds  applause; 

Oh  raise  ye  shaft  or  monument, 

To  Champions  of  our  cause! 

To  Zola  great!  to  Picquart  brave! 

Whose  hearts  now  sleep  in  dust; 

Who  bore  the  storm  of  tidal  wave. 

And  fought  for  cause  most  just! 

Who  struck  the  visor  oif  the  face, 

From  men  of  martial  fame; 

Exposed  intrigues  of  vile  disgrace. 

And  showed  the  one  to  blame! 

They  dared  to  hurl  their  legal  lance. 

Amidst  the  traitors  strong; 

And  plead  to  France  for  one  more  chance. 

To  right  a  nation’s  wrong! 

Who  rescued  Dreyfus  from  the  isle, 

Restored  his  honored  place; 

Whose  heart  was  free  from  treason’s  guile — 
A  soldier  of  our  race! 

’Tis  Israel’s  duty  now  to  draft, 

Their  greatful  thanks  in  stone; 

And  give  their  souls  a  shining  shaft. 

On  site,  where  stood  their  home. 

A  clarion  note  to  ye  we  sound. 

Let  us  our  tribute  pay; 

And  leave  a  mark  on  highest  mound. 

To  stand  till  Judgment  Day! 
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YOM  KIPPUR  EVE 


The  sun  has  set,  the  hour  is  nigh, 

The  eve  of  Israel’s  fast, 

From  robes  of  white  escapes  heart’s  sigh. 

Of  wrongs  done  in  the  past. 

The  tear  doth  fall,  as  matrons  light 
The  taper  in  the  home; 

For  souls  that  sped  in  dismal  night. 

And  left  them  all  alone. 

A  vacant  chair  stands  at  the  board. 

The  smile  is  there  no  more! 

The  soul  to  realms  beyond  has  soared. 

Behind  the  lethal  door. 

The  tribes  their  steps  now  slowly  wend 
To  Judean  sacred  fane. 

With  hearts  oppressed  their  knee  they  bend. 
To  cleanse  them  from  their  stain. 

From  Hazzen’s  heart  like  ocean’s  moan 
Comes  doleful  “Kolnidrei,” 

Whose  soulful  sob  wings  through  the  dome. 
Then  flees  to  God  on  high. 

Unsandalled  on  God’s  solemn  site. 

All  Israel  stands  and  prays. 

And  with  their  flst  their  heart  they  smite 
To  purify  their  ways. 
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THE  SCOFFER 

Jewish  Ledger,  New  Orleans 


WHAT  claim  hast  thou  to  be  a  Jew,  in  home 
wherein  you  live? 

When  not  a  Sabbath  thou  doest  keep,  nor  Seder  thou 
doest  give. 

When  mothers  never  bless  the  lights,  and  fathers 
say  no  grace; 

When  holidays  are  not  observed,  the  Shul  sees  not 
thy  face. 

When  swine  is  eaten  at  thy  board,  thy  lips  ne’er 
lisp  “shema,” 

The  Hebrew  law  thou  oft  derid’st  with  long  and 
loud  poobah! 

Atonement’s  day  of  ancient  creed  to  thee  does  not 
appeal ; 

For  while  thy  people  fast  and  pray,  thou  tak’st  a 
public  meal. 

Tho  deep  thy  learning  be  of  things,  dubbed  wise 
for  modern  age. 

Yet  wist  thou  not,  as  son  of  Jew,  the  wisdom  of 
your  sage; 

Thou  maybe  versed  in  Grecian  art,  of  ancient  wars 
unknown. 

What  doest  thou  know  of  Maccabees?  of  heroes  of 
thine  own! 
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Thy  sabbaths  seem  like  other  days,  no  light  the 
matrons  bless! 

Thou  toilest  on  like  driven  kine,  that  knows  no 
holiness ; 

No  feast  nor  fast  canst  thou  define,  its  dogmas  seem 
insane ! 

Why  some  marked  flesh  thou  must  not  eat,  thy 
science  can’t  explain. 

To  wed  a  wife  not  from  thy  fold,  the  thirst  of  love 
to  slake. 

May  lead  to  life  of  ill  content,  thy  bliss  a  bitter 
fake! 

To  give  thy  child  a  Christian  name,  that  none  his 
lineage  trace; 

Will  never  change  the  Semite  sign — ^the  birth-marks 
on  his  face. 

What  knowledge  have  thy  college  sons  of  Israel’s 
holy  creed? 

From  what  wise  fountain  have  they  drunk,  what  is 
their  moral  meed? 

When  not  a  Bible  can  be  found,  among  thy  library 
vast! 

The  tefillah  of  thy  mother’s  day,  in  fire  too  long’s 
been  cast. 

What  doest  thou  know  of  Israel’s  past?  its  midnight 
hour  of  fear ! 

A  sire’s  defense  from  howling  mobs,  a  mother’s 
suppliant  tears! 
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The  persecution  of  thy  race,  the  exiled  life  they 
lead; 

Of  ravished  maids  in  Ghetto  homes,  perhaps  you 
never  read. 

And  yet  thou  claim’st  to  be  a  Jew,  ah,  better  change 
your  creed; 

We  want  no  scoffers  in  our  ranks — its  loyal  hearts 
we  need! 

No  breath  divine  wafts  from  thy  soul,  thy  God  is 
cast  aside — 

Thou  ridest  upon  a  shoreless  sea,  an  ocean  weed 
thy  guide ! 
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HAGAR’S  DEPARTURE 


Thou  doest  me  wrong  oh,  Abraham! 

To  cast  me  from  thy  tent, 

It  fits  thee  ill  thou  righteous  man 
To  drive  me  from  the  land  Canaan ; 

Some  day  thou  wilt  repent. 

Have  I  not  been  most  chaste  to  thee? 

Have  I  not  served  the  long! 

My  son  at  least  sprang  from  thy  seed — 
I  gave  no  birth  to  hybrid  weed! 

I’ve  done  thy  rank  no  wrong. 

Thou  art  the  jest  of  Nimrod’s  nomes, 

’Tis  there  my  boy  did  glean. 

When  thou  to  Gerar’s  border  came 
Thou  didst  thy  wife  as  sister  claim ; 
Thyself  from  death  to  screen. 

Am  I  to  blame  what  Ishmael  heard — 
The  slur  upon  thy  spouse? 

When  thou  didst  journey  to  my  land. 
When  Egypt’s  king  sought  Sara’s  hand; 
And  took  her  to  his  house? 

My  Ishmael  spake  to  cool  his  ire. 

When  vexed  by  Sara’s  son; 

In  wrath  we  blab  not  pleasing  things. 
But  let  the  tempest  take  its  wings ; 

No  ill  has  Hagar  done. 


’Twas  Isaac,  that  did  taunt  my  boy 
And  Sara  coaxed  him  on, 

I  could  not  stay  her  mean  deride — 

No  matter  what  I  did  or  tried; 

I  was  e’er  in  the  wrong. 

Her  spite  began  at  Isaac’s  birth. 

Thy  God  alone  can  tell! 

I  tried  most  hard  to  fill  my  task ; 

Her  wish  she  had  not  twice  to  ask — 

Her  spleen  I  could  not  quell. 

And  now,  thou  sends  me  from  thy  door. 
The  desert  sands  to  face ; 

I’m  but  a  woman  aged  and  weak ! 

Who  will  to  me  in  kindness  speak— 

Where  shall  thy  maid  find  grace? 

I’ve  dwelt  with  thee  through  all  these  years, 
’Tis  hard  for  me  to  part  1 
Thou  doest  me  hurt  to  cast  me  out 
As  tho  I  were  a  gadabout; 

Oh,  sire!  where  is  thy  heart? 

Farewell!  farewell!  thou  erring  soul! 

I  go  to  Mizraim’s  land ; 

Yet  will  the  life  from  Hagar’s  womb. 

Keep  watch  o’er  thee  at  Hebron’s  tomb, 

’Till  time  thy  seed  disband. 
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THE  NEWS  BOY 

Jewish  Ledger 


A  SPEEDING  car  ran  o’er  a  boy, 

While  urchin  sold  the  news; 

The  Chauffeur  was  a  drunken  Goy; 

The  boy  belonged  to  Jews. 

A  cop  picked  up  the  boy  so  pale ! 

“0  stand  aside — make  room,” 

The  crowd  all  cried:  “Take  brute  to  jail!” 
As  car  took  boy  at  home. 

His  mother  dwelt  in  Ghetto  poor, 

A  younger  son  had  she ; 

The  twain  she  loved  to  heart’s  deep  core 
In  home  of  poverty. 

When  doctor  come  and  saw  the  plight. 

He  sadly  shook  his  head; 

“The  boy  will  pass  away  to-night,” 

Is  all  the  doctor  said. 

The  mother  cried — as  mothers  cry? 

When  hope  forsakes  the  heart; 

Its  wailing  woe,  its  sobbing  sigh ! 

When  tender  ties  depart. 

“Don’t  cry!  perhaps  I  will  get  well — 
You’ve  brother — mammale.” 

He’ll  soon  be  grown — then  news  he’ll  sell ; 
When  I  have  passed  away. 


From  News  I  sold  six  bucks  did  save — 
Give  all  to  Shool  if  I  die; 

Let  them  say  Kaddish  o’er  my  grave — 
Oh,  mamma  dear — don’t  cry! 

The  rig  I  got  on  Christmas  day, 

From  friends  that  cheered  us  loud ; 

You’ll  save  for  Dave  to  wear  some  day, 
When  I  shall  sleep  in  shroud. 

My  medal  from  the  Sabbath  class. 
You’ll  keep  for  brother  Dave; 

I  hope  some  day  he  too  will  pass 
And  come  to  see  my  grave.” 

At  witching  hour  his  spirit  fled, 

A  gem  swept  with  the  tide. 

“Good  bye  mamma!”  the  last  he  said; 
Then  passed  the  great  divide. 
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THE  SONG  OF  THE  ZIONIST 


Eastward  Israel’s  eyes  are  peering. 

Eastward  Judean  ships  are  steering. 
Eastward  exiled  hearts  are  nearing; 

To  the  home  land  of  our  sires. 

Zion’s  harbor  now  awaits  you, 

British  sons  will  reinstate  you, 

None  to  hinder  nor  to  hate  you. 

None  shall  try  to  subjugate  you; 

Bright  shall  blaze  your  freedom  fires! 

Deck  ye  weeping  wall  with  roses. 

Crown  ye  Allenby  with  posies. 

For  he  is  our  modern  Moses ; 

Winning  Israel’s  land  of  yore. 

Soon  to  Zion  we’ll  be  turning. 

Glories  new  we’ll  soon  be  earning. 

For  we’ll  have  a  school  of  learning. 

Where  the  lamp  will  keep  a  burning. 

Far  more  radiant  than  before! 

Here  the  Hebrew  shall  be  spoken. 

It  shall  be  our  holy  token. 

Never!  never!  to  be  broken 
While  our  hearts  have  faith  in  God ! 

Ideals  hence  will  be  enduring. 

O’er  the  Torah  we’ll  be  pouring. 

Here  we’ll  have  our  tranquil  mooring. 
Where  the  pilgrims  shall  come  touring; 
Paying  homage  to  the  sod. 
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Modern  methods  most  amazing! 

Shall  our  golden  grain  be  raising, 

All  the  world  our  citrons  praising ; 

Filling  Zion’s  heart  with  pride. 
School  and  skill  and  irrigation, 

Shall  bring  wonders  to  our  nation. 
Lifting  us  to  rank  and  station, 

’Midst  the  souls  of  God’s  creation, 

In  Dominions  far  and  wide. 

Never  more  shall  come  derision 
From  the  rabble,  but  a  vision 
Far  more  brighter  whose  decision 
Shall  be  just  throughout  the  land. 

With  God’s  grace  and  holy  power. 
Peace  shall  bide  in  Israel’s  bower. 

Where  the  sharon  rose  shall  flower. 
Climbing  on  to  David’s  tower. 

To  entwine  it  with  its  band. 
Democratic  rule  shall  flourish. 
Righteousness  our  breast  will  nourish, 
Grudging  spleen  we  will  impov’rish 

By  our  love  for  fellow  man ! 

That’s  our  mesage  to  the  nation. 

For  this  glorious  restoration, 

Zion’s  grateful  obligation. 

On  the  altar  of  oblation. 

When  we  bide  in  old  Canaan. 
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LOOKING  BACKWARD 


A  YEAR  from  now  we’ll  celebrate  our  silver  jubi¬ 
lee, 

’Twas  then  I  linked  my  life  to  Dave’s  beneath  a  can¬ 

opy; 

You  see  his  folks  were  orthodox,  while  mine  were 
strict  reform — 

They  would  not  budge  from  their  old  ways  and  then 
there  came  a  storm. 

They  vowed  they  never  would  attend  our  joyous 
wedding  day. 

If  we  forgot  our  sacred  creed  and  from  Jehovah 
stray ; 

Reform  is  shorn  of  holy  fear,  its  precepts  we  ignore ; 
The  ideal  scenes  of  Jewish  homes  were  swept  clean 
out  our  door. 

Reformers  pray  without  a  hat  and  ape  the  Christian 
church. 

The  soulful  chants  in  Synagogue  we  left  long  in  the 
lurch ; 

Now  Dad  you  know  no  Russian  liked — such  talk  was 
like  a  smack; 

So  he  got  miifed  and  called  ’em  “kikes”  and  hurled 
them  back  a  whack. 

But  I  loved  David  from  the  start — it  mattered  not 
to  me. 

If  he  was  born  on  Slavish  soil,  or  in  dear  Tennessee. 
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And  when  he  first  did  press  my  hand  and  kissed  my 
lips  and  eyes; 

A  thrill  of  joy  went  through  my  heart — it  seemed 
like  Paradise. 

He  was  a  handsome  manly  man!  his  years  were 
twenty-eight ; 

When  first  he  clasped  me  to  his  heart  and  whisper¬ 
ed:  “Be  my  mate!” 

And  I  was  happy  when  I  won  the  dearest  soul  on 
earth ; 

For  love  cares  not  for  pedigree — nor  gives  a  fig  for 
birth. 

But  love  they  say  does  not  run  smooth — it  has  its 
stormy  tide ; 

Before  you  place  the  wedding  ring  upon  your  beauty 
bride. 

And  so  my  folks — for  my  dear  sake,  gave  in  to  my 
long  plea ; 

And  Dave  and  I  were  made  as  one  beneath  a  can¬ 
opy. 
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VANISHED  IDEALS 


OH,  give  me  back  the  scenes  of  yesterday, 

The  ideals  of  our  home  in  bygone  years ; 

Ere  Jewish  customs  slowly  slipped  away. 

Ere  we  forgot  to  Israel’s  God  to  pray; 

And  brushed  aside  from  hearth  its  soulful  cheers. 

No  more  have  we  the  Friday  nights  of  yore — 

The  Sabbath  lights  that  Mother  used  to  bless ; 
Neglect  has  driven  kiddish  from  our  door; 

The  Hebrew  Hymns  in  homes  are  heard  no  more ! 
And  stripped  our  Shabbes  of  its  holiness. 

No  more  the  Sabbath  bride  with  chants  we  greet. 
Our  table  grace  has  vanished  with  the  tide; 
Forbidden  Swine  is  now  our  Kosher  meat; 

No  sin  it  seems  the  scaleless  fish  to  eat; 

Our  pious  scruples  we  have  cast  aside. 

Our  holy  days  have  lost  their  solemn  fear. 

Since  alien  voices  now  Kol  Nidre  sing; 

The  New  Year  chants  brings  not  its  soulful  tear; 
The  ancient  Shofer  we  don’t  care  to  hear; 

Yom  Kippur  fast  from  heart  has  taken  wing. 

The  quaint  old  Sukkah  passed  into  decay. 

The  Simchath  Torah  dons  her  faded  gown; 
Shabuoth  only  decked  in  blossoms  gay 
That  Israel  welcomes  for  its  great  display; 

Where  maidens  proudly  wear  their  floral  crown. 
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We’ve  changed  our  Feast  of  Lights  for  Christmas 
trees, 

The  old  Menorah  now  remains  unlit; 

Our  Sabbath  worship  now  are  Matinees; 

The  poker  games  have  greater  charms  to  please; 

"  Since  modern  day  made  cards  our  holy  writ. 

The  Purim  gay  has  lost  its  masquerade, 

The  long  Megillah  we  no  longer  hear ; 

Nor  do  we  in  disguise  the  homes  invade — 

The  mirth  of  Cap  and  Bells  in  tomb  we  laid ; 

Since  stern  decree  forbids  its  cup  of  cheer. 

The  sweet  melodious  Seder  is  no  more, 

Nor  is  its  feast  like  in  the  yesterday. 

To  Elye  Novieh  they  have  closed  the  door ; 

And  though  our  sires  condition  oft  deplore 
The  sons  are  bent  to  carve  their  modern  way. 

Thus  cherished  ideals  of  the  long  ago 

Have  drifted  from  the  home  in  which  we  bide; 
What  will  the  harvest  be  when  thus  we  sow — 

What  superman  will  dyke  the  overflow? 

The  future  sage  our  problem  must  decide. 
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THE  TALMUD 


WONDER  volumes  thoughts  of  sages; 

Written  on  its  musty  pages, 

Studied  through  the  hostile  ages; 

When  holy  church  and  crown  set  on  the  Jew  their 
frown. 

’Twas  his  solace  where  he  landed, 

Israel’s  beacon  light  when  stranded; 

When  oppressors  toll  demanded — 

To  let  him  bide  in  filthy  quarters  of  their  town. 

Orally  it  was  transmitted, 

Mishna’s  myths  through  it  were  knitted. 

As  the  ages  onward  fiitted; 

’Till  soulful  seers  at  Sura  dared  to  jot  it  down. 

Then  its  teaching  went  a  winging. 

Sacred  precepts  it  was  bringing, 

“Glory!  glory!”  Jews  were  singing; 

And  hailed  this  marvel  spirit  in  its  holy  gown. 

Babylonia,  nursed  and  reared  it. 

Sages  with  their  tales  endeared  it. 

Exiled  Israel  hugged  and  cheered  it; 

All  through  the  changing  epochs  as  they  came  and 
went. 

Yerushalmi,  long  years  later. 

Then  became  its  Alma  Mater, 

Made  the  Talmud  grander — greater ! 

And  placed  its  precious  folios  in  Yeshiba’s  tent. 
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Treatise  deep  would  here  be  sifted, 

Stumbling  blocks  would  here  be  lifted, 

By  the  Talmudist  most  gifted ; 

With  intonations  sweeter  than  the  bells  that 
chime. 

Social  was  this  house  of  knowledge. 

Rich  and  poor  came  to  this  College, 

Every  Jew  had  to  acknowledge; 

That  it  produced  the  greatest  scholars  of  his  time. 

Bias  bigots  first  decried  it. 

Papal  bulls  all  rights  denied  it. 

Their  decision  crucified  it; 

And  flung  the  Talmud  in  the  flames  with  gloating 
eyes. 

Seers  thus  sought  their  house  of  learning. 

Where  the  wisdom  lamp  was  burning. 

Fragment  pages  Jews  were  turning; 

That  soothed  all  the  jeers  upon  the  heart  of  sighs. 

’Twas  their  vineyard — ripening — growing 
Israel’s  beaker  overflowing. 

With  the  nectar  of  the  knowing; 

While  nations  groped  in  darkness  and  their  gob¬ 
lins  feared. 

Tho  they  were  by  foeman  hounded, 

Talmudists  their  knowledge  sounded. 

Great  perplexing  themes  propounded ; 

And  from  the  misty  night  its  superstition  cleared. 
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Law  and  lore  drew  their  attention, 

Technics  barely  worth  the  mention, 

Fired  the  soul  with  strong  contention ; 

That  brought  a  wreathing  smile  upon  the  stu¬ 
dent’s  face. 

Sire  and  son  would  here  endeavor. 

Split  a  hair  with  thoughts  real  clever. 

Thus,  they’d  argue  on  forever ! 

’Till  other  generations  came  to  take  their  place. 

Even  in  this  age  of  wonder. 

O’er  the  Talmud  they  still  ponder. 

Naught  can  break  this  love  asunder ; 

It  charms  them  more  than  all  the  treasures  in 
their  zone. 

Later  on  with  vision  clearer, 

Worldly  works  may  grow  more  dearer. 

Modern  thought  to  them  draw  nearer; 

And  learn  that  other  lights  are  brighter  than  their 
own. 
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JUDAS  MACCABEE’S  SPEECH 
Before  the  Battle  of  Emmaus 

OH,  comrades  tried,  the  foe  is  on  your  soil. 

At  Emmaus  now  their  horses  champ ; 

The  hired  cohorts  in  yonder  tents  await; 

Ye  must  aim  well  and  send  your  arrows  straight. 

Go  show  the  bayen  dogs  your  courage  great ! 

For  Yahweh’s  shield  is  in  our  camp. 

Flinch  not  my  braves  and  foe  ye  will  defeat! 

“Most  strong  is  innocence  in  might;” 

Like  men  at  sea,  but  watch  your  sails  and  mast 
And  ye  will  overcome  those  Syrians  vast ! 

Like  Jericho  that  fell  by  trumpets  blast; 

The  Adonoi  will  lead  your  fight. 

The  Lord  who  brought  ye  out  of  Pharaoh’s  land. 
And  made  ye  tribes  a  deathless  race; 

Who  showed  ye  marvels  great  in  Moses  day; 

Who  bid  the  sun  in  azure  sky  to  stay; 

And  skilled  a  lad  a  giant  strong  to  slay ; 

Will  never  Israel’s  sons  efface. 

Ye’ve  seen  your  infants  torn  from  mother’s  breast; 

And  butchered  midst  imploring  cries — 

Ye’ve  witnessed  Hannah’s  heroes — every  son 
Give  up  their  lives — and  breathe :  “thy  will  be  done.” 
For  God  and  creed  a  lasting  glory  won; 

Whose  martyrdom  we  idolize. 
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They’ve  stained  your  altars  with  the  blood  of  swine, 
At  Aaron’s  shrine  their  idols  stand; 

Avenge  the  sacrilege  ye  have  endured ! 

Heed  not  your  hurts — ^through  God  they  can  be 
cured ; 

Destroy  the  pest  and  peace  will  be  assured! 

In  Zion’s  desolated  land. 

The  valiant  heart  displays  the  dash  of  dare, 

The  craven  bird  its  plumes  of  fear; 

Would  ye  to  have  them  throttle  freedom’s  song? 
Would  ye  your  flesh  be  flayed  with  thraldom’s 
thong — 

And  not  resent  the  lash  of  bitter  wrong? 

Then  better  fall  by  foeman’s  spear! 

Would  ye  to  pagans  yield  the  Hebron  cave — 

Or  temple  where  your  sires  did  pray? 

Ye  may  as  well  destroy  your  Solomon’s  pool 
And  try  by  Tophet’s  flame  your  thirst  to  cool, 

Than  ever  hope  again  your  land  to  rule ; 

If  ye  my  men  should  lose  the  day! 

Go  show  the  foe  for  danger  ye’ve  contempt ! 

Advance  like  Jephtha  fierce  and  bold. 

The  morn  is  nigh  to  show  your  spirit  brave — 

If  not,  ye’ll  moil  and  sweat  in  quarry’s  cave; 

Would  ye  your  virgins  fair  defiled  by  knave? 

Your  tender  ties  in  bondage  sold? 

Ah!  better  die  by  piercing  darts  of  foe. 

Then  breathe  the  stifled  air  of  slave ! 

For  mongers  with  their  gold  o’er  yonder  lie. 
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With  eager  greed  they  wait  your  hearts  to  buy ; 

To  serve  like  cringing  curs!  till  God  on  high 
Doth  lift  your  yoke  at  thraldom’s  grave ! 

Nor  will  endure  your  nation’s  sacred  seed — 

If  ye  should  like  the  poltroon  yield ; 

Than  fight  like  Samson  strong — ye  fight  for  cause! 
Ye  fight  for  freedom’s  right,  your  lives  and  laws! 
Your  homes — ^your  Judean  fiag — ye  lose  to  pause! 

In  morrow’s  gory  battle  field. 

And  if  ye’re  doomed  to  die,  then  die  ye  brave ! 

For  what  is  death  that  we  should  pause  ? 

’Tis  bitter  sweet  for  holy  land  to  fall, 

Than  quaff  from  Marrah’s  lake  its  cup  of  gall — 

In  praise  your  dauntless  names  from  scroll  they’ll 
call. 

Amid  the  people’s  loud  applause! 

So  valiant  men  prepare  for  morrow’s  day — 
Whatever  yonder  moon  may  hide; 

Your  deeds  will  shape  a  fadeless  fame  for  ye! 

The  scribes  will  jot  your  names  in  history! 

Be  it  your  blood  or  gyves — or  liberty! 

Tomorrow’s  battle  will  decide. 
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A  CALL  ON  THE  SAVIOUR 


OH,  Nazarene!  oh,  come  again  on  earth! 

And  breathe  once  more  thy  sermon  in  the  mount ; 
Oh,  stay  the  hand  that  writes  the  pogrom’s  dearth. 
And  tell  the  Czar  thy  people  not  to  hound ! 

Thy  golden  rule,  Roumania  has  forsook! 

The  sons  of  Esau  have  unchained  their  wrath; 
Thy  cults  molest  the  people  of  the  book. 

And  bar  the  gates  to  freedom’s  broader  path. 

Thy  peaceful  message  and  “good  will  to  man” 

Has  turned  to  mock  your  Christian  jubilee! 

Oh,  come  ye  down  and  let  thy  vision  scan 
The  savage  wars  and  human  misery! 

For  nineteen  hundred  years  they  have  harassed 
The  people  from  whose  loins  thy  image  came ; 
’Tho  Calv’ry  scene  for  ages  long  have  passed. 

Yet  look  they  down  on  Jew  with  cold  disdain ! 

Ask  them  on  what  they  feed  their  vaunted  pride? 

Our  debonair  four  thousand  years  we  trace; 

We  wore  the  purple  when  they  wore  a  hide — 

Their  highest  art  was  but  their  tattooed  face. 

It  seems  they  have  forgot  the  ways  you  trod. 

And  naught  can  hold  these  frothing  fiends  at  bay. 
Oh,  come  on  earth  and  tell  them  that  their  God 
Their  demon  deeds  on  judgment  scale  shall  weigh! 
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Has  God  made  earth  for  Grecian  Church  alone? 

Have  other  cults  no  right  on  Russian  sod? 

Must  Jew  be  barred  from  human  rights  and  home 
Is  such  the  path  that  leads  to  Christian’s  God  ? 

Has  Jew  no  virtue  worthy  of  respect? 

That  they  must  loathe  him  in  their  ikon  land ! 
Have  they  no  vices  mortal  can  detect ! 

No  stains  of  crime  upon  their  coystrel  hand? 

Will  hating  Jew  enhance  their  saving  grace, 

Then  what  to  “love  thy  neighbor  as  thyself?” 
Then  Peter,  Paul  in  church  are  out  of  place ! 

Your  creed  no  better  than  their  pilfered  pelf ! 

Then  better  cast  they  ye  from  candles  shrine! 

Efface  thy  moral  ethics  from  your  page; 

And  drink  no  more  of  Jesus  blood  in  wine! 

Then  will  they  be  consistent  in  their  rage. 
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THE  REASON  WHY 


He  was  rich  and  ungodly,  never  lisped  a  table 
grace, 

Ne’er  wore  an  arbekanfes,  never  mingled  with  our 
race; 

Ne’er  kissed  the  old  mazuzah,  when  from  home  he 
went  away, 

Ne’er  laid  any  tefillen,  ne’er  a  brocha  he  would  say. 

Ne’er  worshiped  at  our  Temple!  ne’er  observed  the 
day  of  sighs ! 

Ne’er  benshed  the  new  lebanah,  as  it  mounted  in  the 
skies ; 

Ne’er  touched  the  holy  torah,  never  blessed  the  feast 
of  lights! 

Ne’er  fasted  on  Yom  Kippur,  ne’er  observed  the  Jew¬ 
ish  rites. 

Ne’er  gathered  any  minyan,  to  say  kaddish  for  the 
dead; 

Ne’er  gave  he  any  Seder,  never  ate  unleavened 
bread ! 

Ne’er  quaifed  at  Hebrew  banquets,  never  masked  at 
Purim’s  ball ; 

Ne’er  knew  a  Barmitzwah,  never  wore  a  praying 
shawl. 

Ne’er  waved  he  a  Kaporeh,  o’er  his  stygian  dome 
of  thought. 

Ne’er  chanted  an  Habdalah,  ne’er  a  shabbes  frock 
he  bought ; 
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Ne’er  waved  the  graceful  lulab,  on  our  flow’ry  holi¬ 
day, 

Ne’er  bought  in  Shool  a  mitzwah,  ne’er  maftir  he 
would  say. 

Ne’er  hid  the  Affekoman,  from  his  children’s  pry¬ 
ing  eyes; 

Ne’er  breathed  he  his  reason,  ne’er  whispered  he 
his  whys ; 

Now  I’ll  tell  ye  on  the  shteekah,  why  he  mixed  not 
with  our  clan; 

He  was  born  a  Mongolian,  what  we  term  a  China¬ 
man. 
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JAHRZEIT  THOUGHTS 


The  lamp  is  lit,  0,  peaceful  soul! 

’Tis  mother’s  yahrzeit  night; 

With  toil  and  care  she  paid  her  toll- 
All  day  she  stitched  for  paltry  dole ; 

My  kaddish  thoughts  I  cite. 

With  faith  in  God  she  reigned  supreme 
At  home  on  Peddlers’  lane; 

The  food  was  scant,  the  pots  were  clean. 
Kosher  the  meat,  the  purse  was  lean ; 

Yet  ne’er  did  she  complain. 

With  heart  devout  she  lisped  her  grace. 
When  Shabbos  lights  she  blessed; 

She  wore  no  gems  nor  costly  lace, 
Schlimazzel  lounged  about  the  place; 

Tho  dad  had  tried  his  best. 

At  evening’s  hush  she  patched  our  clothes. 
While  clock  ticked  on  the  wall ; 

I  sold  “The  Press,”  with  brother  Mose, 
How  mother  managed — no  one  knows  I 
No  stock  had  dad  at  all. 

Except  six  tots  with  lustrous  eyes, 

A  dalles  drear  his  lot! 

A  pack  of  daijes — full  of  sighs! 

A  hungry  crew  that  had  no  pies ; 

A  soup  bone  in  the  pot. 


He  hawked  old  clothes  to  help  along, 

Then  changed  to  strings  and  thread, 

But  things  didn’t  go — his  luck  went  wrong; 
Besides  poor  Dad !  was  far  from  strong — 
Thus  soon  his  spirit  fled! 

To  orphans’  home  the  kids  were  sent; 

Ruth  learned  to  tap  the  keys. 

Our  Beck  could  sing,  on  stage  she  went — 
Which  helped,  thank  God,  to  pay  the  rent ; 
And  brought  an  ounce  of  ease! 

Now  all  are  grown — some  rich  and  smart; 

Mose  made  his  pile  in  steel ; 

Our  Beck,  won  fame  at  vocal  art. 

Our  Ruth,  is  rich  in  purse  and  heart ; 

While  I’m  a  big  schlemiehl! 
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0  SEDER  NIGHT! 


O  SEDER  night!  O  Seder  night! 

What  happy  hours  were  thine, 

When  the  olden  Jew,  sang  the  “Bim-he-ro," 

And  quailed  his  raisin  wine! 

0  Seder  night !  I  love  thy  sight ! 

Tho  silvered  be  thy  head! 

Since  the  day  our  Dad  in  a  robe  was  clad 
And  sang  on  Seder’s  bed. 

0  Seder  night!  0  Seder  night! 

0  where’s  thy  toothsome  fish ! 

With  thy  matzo  kloess,  of  the  Pesach  days. 

And  Boobe’s  Shalet  dish. 

Thy  cook’ry  code  is  out  of  mode. 

Thy  Kiddish  lacks  in  tune! 

Thy  melodious  grace,  I  but  faintly  trace, 
“Ha-le-lu,”  lost  its  rune ! 

Thy  ultra  rite  has  taken  flight! 

Its  nests  now  all  alone ! 

Few  deluded  kings,  their  “Chad--gad-ya,”  sings 
Upon  a  feathered  throne. 

The  modern  speed  has  changed  the  creed; 

We  have  Haggadahs  new. 

And  our  goblet  drain,  of  the  best  champagne. 
While  singing  “Bim-he-ro!” 
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0  “Bim-he-ro!  0  Bim-he-ro!” 

I  love  thy  sweet  refrain ! 

Amidst  chorus  clear  I  give  vent  to  cheer, 

As  Kiddush  Kos  I  drain! 

I  love  thy  lays,  thy  deeds  I  praise! 

I  greet  thy  Yomtov  tide. 

Thou,  who  opens  door  to  the  wandering  poor. 
And  seats  them  by  our  side. 

0  Seder  night!  0  Seder  night! 

Thou  gem  of  freedom’s  birth! 

Let  us  quaff  our  wine,  to  this  toast  of  mine; 
Long  live  this  feast  on  earth ! 
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THE  JEW 


ONLY  a  blade  of  grass  we  tread, 
Upon  the  prairie  grand; 

Only  a  race  forever  bled, 

By  cross  and  crescent  band. 

Only  a  grain  of  wheat  we  crush. 

In  mill’s  eternal  grind; 

Only  a  voice  we  try  to  hush. 

By  acts  that  prove  unkind. 

Only  a  leaf  upon  a  tree. 

That  autumns  never  blight; 

Only  a  spark  of  liberty. 

For  which  the  Jew  must  fight. 

Only  a  grain  of  sand  on  strand. 

That’s  shifted  here  and  there; 

Only  a  rose  upon  the  land. 

The  low’ring  clouds  oft  tear. 

Only  a  drop  on  billow’s  crest, 

That  rides  the  foaming  tide ; 

Until  the  gale  on  ocean’s  breast. 

Doth  sweep  the  drop  aside. 

Only  a  winding  rivulet. 

That  slowly  seems  to  grow ! 

Amid  the  swollen  streams  that  threat ; 
To  gulp  it  in  its  flow. 

Only  a  cult  in  countless  creeds, 

Who  Israel’s  God  adore; 

Who  send  their  tithe  for  human  needs; 
To  every  land  and  shore — ! 


[203  J 


MY  JUDEAN  EYES 


The  eyes  I  prize  beneath  the  skies, 
Are  eyes  of  Israel’s  daughter; 

Like  stars  of  night  my  life  they  light 
Three  cheers  to  stork  that  brought  her. 

In  my  sweet  dreams  I  see  her  gleams, 
For  smiles  of  her’s  I’m  pining ! 

To  win  her  eyes  would  hush  my  sighs. 
Tint  sky  with  azure  lining ! 

To  catch  her  glow  I’d  leap  below. 

To  dare  the  demon’s  scorning! 

Her  whims  to  feast  I’d  wing  the  east, 

To  filch  from  sky  the  morning! 

Her  roguish  glance  sets  heart  to  dance 
With  love — and  joy — and  laughter; 
For  her  I’d  pawn  the  peeping  dawn, 

In  heart  and  soul  to  grafter. 
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HOLY  DAYS 


WHEN  the  autumn  winds  are  sighing, 
When  the  leaves  on  trees  are  dying 
And  the  swallows  south  are  flying, 

Then  the  holy  days  are  nigh; 

Then  the  Chazan  starts  to  singing; 

In  his  home  his  voice  is  ringing. 

Through  the  loft  his  chants  are  winging. 
Like  a  summer’s  sad  goodbye. 

When  the  cosmos  stately  tower. 

When  the  asters  are  in  flower 
And  the  vines  are  chilled  on  bower. 

We  adorn  our  Shool  within. 

Then  the  Jews  to  God  are  turning. 

Then  their  hearts  like  flames  are  burning. 
And  their  souls  are  longing — yearning! 

To  be  cleansed  from  every  sin ! 

Then  is  heard  in  Shool  and  K’hilla, 

The  old  shofer  and  Bahlt’filla, 

And  from  cottage,  hut  and  villa 
Israel  comes  to  pay  his  toll; 

And  the  pious  hearts  are  praying. 

The  “Alcheits”  their  lips  are  saying. 

While  the  Lord  with  scale  is  weighing 
The  good  deeds  of  every  soul ! 

When  the  bees  have  stored  their  ration, 
.When  the  rose  has  spent  its  passion. 

And  the  flowery  fields  turn  ashen. 

We  take  leave  of  zephyrs  beach; 
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Then  the  Hebrew  home  is  wending, 
And  to  God  his  heart  is  tending, 

At  the  altar  knees  are  bending, 

That  his  Shaddai  he  may  reach. 

When  the  breezes  sob  their  story. 
When  the  blossoms  lose  their  glory. 
And  the  nights  with  frost  are  hoary. 
Then  the  Rabbi  burns  his  oil; 
Then  his  sermon  he’s  preparing. 
Then  the  evil  heart  he’s  tearing. 

In  a  speech  that’s  full  of  daring ! 

To  reward  him  for  his  toil. 

And  we  hark  to  stirring  phrases. 
And  our  lips  respond  to  praises 
To  the  Lord,  whose  work  amazes 
Us  with  awe  in  every  zone ! 

And  our  hearts  a  sobbing — sighing! 
To  our  God  with  chants  are  flying. 
And  by  fasting  we  are  trying 
On  Yom  Kippur  to  atone. 
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THE  B’NAI  B’RITH 


WHO  lend  their  ear  to  hunger’s  cry 

In  breadless  zones  where  thousands  die 
And  millions  give 
That  they  might  live? 

The  B’nai  B’rith. 

Who  tries  to  check  the  howling  mob 
When  Jewish  homes  they  burn  and  rob — 
Implores  by  wire 
To  quench  the  fire? 

The  B’nai  B’rith. 

Who  halts  the  mimic’s  ridicule 
When  Jew  is  made  the  laughing  tool 
Upon  the  stage 
Or  scribbler’s  page? 

The  B’nai  B’rith. 

Who  tries  to  banish  bias  thought 
That  malice  on  the  heart  has  wrought 
By  reason  strong 
That  hate  is  wrong? 

The  B’nai  B’rith. 

Who  speeds  with  aid  in  hour’s  distress 
And  leads  the  lost  from  wilderness 
Into  the  light 
Where  law  is  right? 

The  B’nai  B’rith. 
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Who  proves  to  be  a  superman 
When  lies  the  fires  of  hatred  fan 
And  intercedes 
To  crown  and  creeds? 

The  B’nai  B’rith. 

Who  ope’s  the  non-sectarian  door 
Where  fevered  hearts  may  hope  for  cure 
All  free  indeed 
To  every  creed? 

The  B’nai  B’rith, 

Who  shelters  in  life’s  vesper  stage 
The  feebled  poor  at  winter’s  age 
In  easy  chair — 

Without  a  care? 

The  B’nai  B’rith. 

Who  rears  the  child  until  it’s  grown 
When  parents  pass  to  realms  unknown 
Whose  proudest  domes 
Are  orphan  homes? 

The  B’nai  B’rith. 
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